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THE    LADY   EE  SIDE  NT 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

MISTAKEN    VIEWS. 

Miss  Crayston  sat  in  the  office  at  St.  Mary's 
College'  looking  ill  and  pre-occupiecl.  Bertie 
stood  at  a  window,  watching  the  clouds. 

Professors  and  college  students,  one  after  the 
other,  entered,  and  greeted  the  Lady  Eesident, 
who  replied  in  an  absent  manner,  and  turned 
hastily  to  the  door  at  the  sound  of  every  fresh 
footstep. 

When  the  bustle  of  arrival  was  over,  and  the 
classes  had  begun  work,  Mrs.  Armstrong  and 
Miss  le  Mesurier  appeared,  followed  by  IMiss 
Flint.  Bertie  saw  them  coming;.  She  left  the 
window  and  marched  up  to  the  table.  The  three 
elder  ladies  looked  uncomfortable. 

VOL.    II.  B 
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After  a  moment  of  silence  Mrs.  Armstrong 
said : 

"  From  what  Mrs.  Brownlow  says,  I  am  afraid 
you  did  not  receive  a  note  from  me  yesterday, 
Miss  Crayston  ? " 

''  I  did  not.     Pray  by  wliom  was  it  sent  ?  " 

"Well,  I  am  afraid  that  in  the  midst  of  so 
many  arrangements  it  may  have  been  over- 
looked." 

"  I  regret  it  deeply  :  "  said  Miss  Crayston,  "  I 
should  have  begged  you  to  postpone  the  evening 
party." 

"  We  telegraphed  to  Miss  Kimberley  Finch," 
interposed  Miss  le  Mesurier,  harshly,  "  and  she 
strongly  urged  us  not  to  postpone  it.  It  would 
have  been  a  great  blow  to  the  interest  of  the 
college,  for  several  county  people  were  expected." 

"  Besides,"  added  Mrs.  Armstrong,  "  the  dear 
girls  in  the  house  are  confided  to  our  care.  We 
must  not  cast  over  them  the  gloom  and  sorrow 
that  death  brings  to  the  young  and  thoughtless. 
There  was  something  very  noble  in  Miss  Kimber- 
ley Finch's  words.  '  Kemember  others,'  she  tele- 
graphed, '  act  for  others ;  let  grief  for  the  dead 
follow  duty  to  the  living,  not  supersede  it.'  If 
you  will  receive  that  as  a  key  -  note  you  will 
understand  all  that  we  have  done." 
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Miss  Flint,  looking  more  grey  and  more  like  a 
steel  man-trap  than  usual,  stepped  forward  : 

"  Keally,"  she  said,  "  if  there  had  been  nothing 
else,  we  had  every  reason  for  putting  an  end  to 
what  was  going  on.  Crosses  and  wreaths,  and 
flow^ers,  and  mummery,  and  superstition  of  the 
most  abject  and  degrading  kind." 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Miss  Ellen  Green,  who 
had  joined  her  friends  ;  "  you  are  going  too  far, 
dear  Miss  Flint.  I  know  that  Dissenters,  how- 
ever, do  not  approve  of  ceremonial,  and  can 
understand  your  objections.  At  the  same  time, 
I  must  say  that  nothing  but  the  urgent  entreaties 
of  Miss  Kimberley  Finch,  and  the  telegraphed 
request  of  our  poor  Nora's  friends,  would  have 
induced  me  to  consent  to  the  hasty  removal  on 
Monday  evening. 

"  There  are  some  things  connected  with  the 
past  two  days,"  she  added,  with  a  sob,  *'that 
have  troubled  me  even  more  than  Xora's  death." 

Miss  Crayston  was  disarmed  by  this  speech 
and  the  lady's  emotion.  Miss  Ellen  Green  bowed 
her  head  as  her  tears  fell  fast. 

Bertie,  who  had  been  unnoticed,  even  if  per- 
ceived by  the  elder  ladies,  now  stepped  forward. 
Her  face  looked  as  if  a  white  light  played  over 
it,  quivering  on  the  rosy  lips  and  adding  lustre 
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to  the  gray  eyes  wliicli  gleamed  forth  large  and 
dark. 

"  I  don't  know  what  yon  mean :  "  she  said.  "  I 
don't  know  why  yon  have  done  this  thing.  I 
don't  understand  what  Miss  Kimberley  Finch  or 
any  one  else  has  to  say  to  it.  Surely  you  believe 
that  life  and  death  are  from  God.  He  sent  death 
to  us  here,  in  this  house,  with  a  message  for  us ; 
for  us,  the  girls  you  speak  of.  How  can  you  act 
as  if  there  was  no  God,  as  if  he  had  not  spoken, 
or  as  if  he  did  not  know  and  had  not  weighed 
the  meaning  of  his  message  to  us  ?  How  dare 
you  take  the  lovely  white  form  he  had  left  to  us  ? 
She  was  so  beautiful  we  could  not  be  frightened ; 
even  I  could  not,  who  have  never  seen  death,  and 
have  dreaded  it ;  but  there  was  a  smile  on  her 
lips,  such  a  happy  smile.  How  dare  you  steal 
her  away  ?  Oh  God,  the  noise,  and  the  horror, 
and  the  darkness  !  " 

"  Hush,  Bertie,  hush :  "  said  Miss  Crayston, 
seizing  the  hands  which  Bertie  had  suddenly 
thrown  out  with  convulsive  energy,  and  leading 
her  away.  "  Hush,  my  child  ;  God  is  here,  and 
in  this  act  also.  Do  not  wrong  the  dead  by  your 
anger  and  your  fears." 

"  I  will  not  hush  :  "  exclaimed  Bertie,  breaking 
away  and  returning  to  the  ladies ;  "  I  will  not 
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be  silent.  See,"  she  said,  "  I  am  one  of  those 
dear  girls  you  speak  of,  confided  to  your  charge. 
Do  you  know  what  I  think  of  this  thing  that 
you  have  done  % " 

''  What  thing  ?  "  asked  Miss  Flint.  "  Be  good 
enough  to  speak  like  a  rational  person,  and  don't 
let  your  temper  completely  master  you.  What 
tiling  do  you  mean  ?  " 

The  words  spoken  in  a  sharp,  disagreeable  tone 
did  more  to  calm  Bertie  than  Miss  Crayston's 
gentle  entreaty.  She  looked  earnestly  from  one 
to  the  other,  and  for  a  few  moments  there  was 
silence.  Miss  Ellen  Green,  who  really  had  a 
heart,  although  from  long  neglect  it  was  available 
only  for  the  mechanical  functions  which  she  was 
trying  to  persuade  herself  to  be  all  that  was 
required  from  it.  Miss  Ellen  Green  was  whisper- 
ing in  a  deprecating  tone  to  ]\Iiss  Flint  ;  whilst 
Mrs.  Armstrong  opened  and  closed  her  bag  un- 
easily, and  fingered  a  letter,  as  if  doubtful  whether 
it  might  not  be  applied  judiciously.  Miss  le 
Mesurier  walked  to  the  window,  and  Miss  Cray- 
ston  reseated  herself  at  the  table,  and  her  head 
was  bowed  down. 

"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Bertie ;  and  every  slow 
and  resonant  word  fell  upon  the  silence  like  a 
sob,  "  I  am  sorry  if  I  have  spoken  hastily.    What 
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I  mean  is,  that  when  I  tell  the  girls  about  Nora's 

death,  how  she  ^vsiS>  confided   to  us  to  love  her 

and  tend  her  for  the  absent,  to   show  her  all 

reverence  and  all  tenderness ;  when  I  tell  them 

this,  and  they  find  that  her  death  was  concealed 

from  them,  and  she  was  sent  away  to — ^to — to — 

to  that  railway  station  that  they  might  dance 

and    sing   and   enjoy   themselves.      Ah  !  "   she 

exclaimed,  throwing  herself  on  her  knees  before 

a  chair  and  covering  her  face  with  her  hands,  "  I 

shall  never  be  happy  again.     Why  did  we  let 

them  do  it  !     Why  did  v/e  not  put  a  stop  to  it !  " 

"  Miss  Kavenshaw  !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Flint,  in 

a  savage  tone.     "  Now  pray.  Miss  Ellen,  do  not 

interrupt  me.     This  young  lady  wants  a  lesson, 

and  she  shall  have  one.     Miss  Eavenshaw,  you 

forget   yourself,   and  very  much  overrate    your 

own  importance.     As  to  what  you  would  have 

done,  you  must  understand  that  neither  you  nor 

the  person  you  allude  to  has  any  power  in  this 

institution.     You  could  no  more  have  prevented 

what  the  committee  had  decided  upon  than  " — 

she  looked  round  for  a  simile,  and  the  sound  of 

wheels  fell  upon  her  ear,  "  than  that  cab  horse. 

I  am  extremely  sorry  to  find  that  you  have  never 

learnt  respect  for  authority,  though  it  is  no  more 

than  your  antecedents  have  led  me  to  expect. 
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Your  lesson  now  will  be  more  difficult  than  it 
would  have  been  had  your  home  been  different. 
I  desire  you  to  go  to  your  room  at  once,  and 
to  remain  there  until  you  receive  permission 
from  the  ladies'  committee  to  leave  it." 

Miss  Crayston  started  to  her  feet ;  Bertie  did 
not  move. 

"  Tragic  airs  don't  move  me  :  "  continued  Miss 
Flint,  as  if  in  reply  to  the  look  of  the  Lady 
Resident.  "  You,  Miss  Crayston,  are  one  servant 
of  the  college  and  I  am  another,  and  if  you  don't 
know  your  duty  I  do." 

"  I  always  knew  you  were  a  servant :  "  said  the 
Lady  Resident,  coldly,  and  there  was  silence  ; 
but  two  of  the  ladies  turned  away  and  smiled. 
It  was  not  in  human  nature  to  witness  the 
discomfiture  of  Miss  Flint  unmoved. 

The  Lady  Resident  went  to  Bertie  and  put 
her  hand  upon  the  glossy  hair.  Bertie  took  the 
hand  and  kissed  it  passionately  : 

"  I  know,"  she  said,  ''  I  know,  my  dear,  dear 
mistress,  what  you  mean,  and  what  you  wish  me 
to  do  I  will  obey ;  but  you  must  let  me  speak 
if  I  can." 

The  young  girl  rose,  and  ^T.th  a  still,  white 
face  walked  up  to  Miss  Flint. 

''  I  will  tell  you  how  I  would  have  prevented 
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your  party  if  you  had  not  listened  to  me  and 
postponed  it  :  I  would  have  gone  to  every 
Professor,  and  all  the  parents  and  the  pupils. 
Nora  is  dead,  I  would  have  said ;  she  died  away 
from  all  her  friends.  She  is  lying  with  white 
flowers  upon  her  breast,  waiting  till  the  poor 
mother  comes  to  see  her.  And  if  after  that  any 
one  had  tried  to  come  to  your  party  to  laugh, 
and  talk,  and  sing,  I  would  have  locked  the  doors 
and  bolted  them,  and  refused  admission.  You 
have  done  a  cruel  and  a  wicked  thing.  You  do 
not  understand  a  woman's  heart  if  you  think 
there  is  one  girl  who  will  not  say  so.  I  don't 
know  what  you  mean  by  respect  for  authority, 
and  that  I  have  not  learnt  respect  and  obedience. 
How  dare  you  imply  blame  upon  my  parents 
and  my  home  ?  But  that  is  like  you  ;  the  absent 
and  the  dead,  those  you  can  assail." 

Bertie's  pale,  passionate  face  quivered  with 
emotion. 

"You  are  impertinent.  Miss  Ravenshaw,  as 
well  as  disrespectful ;  and  though  you  talk  so 
glibly  about  the  dead  it  seems  to  me  that  the 
sight  of   death   has  had  very  little  effect  upon 

you." 

"  Dying  is  not  such  a  hard  thing,"  exclaimed 
Bertie,  throwing  back  her  head.     "  I  could  die 
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easily  enough.  I  would  rather  die  than  live  in 
a  low,  mean,  pitiful  world.  Only  think  of  it ! 
afraid  of  a  poor  dead  girl,  and  the  terror  she  may 
inspire ;  ready  to  tell  one  lie  or  a  hundred  to 
hush  it  all  up,  as  if  death  was  something  to  be 
ashamed  of;  not  afraid  of  God,  not  afraid  to  try 
and  cheat  us  into  mockery  and  mirth,  to  circum- 
vent his  will,  and  trick  us,  and  entice  us  to  an 
evening  party  !  Oh,  it  is  pitiful ! "  said  Bertie,  in 
her  proud  passion. 

"  My  child : "  said  a  low  voice  close  to  her. 
She  turned  and  saw  Mrs.  Brownlow  :  "  My  dear 
child ! "  and  arms  thrown  wide  offered  a  haven  of 
refuge.  She  trembled,  and,  weeping,  clung  to  her 
friend. 

"  This  young  lady's  place  is  manifestly  the 
stage  :  "  exclaimed  Miss  Flint,  sharply. 

Miss  Crayston,  pale  and  tearful,  took  the 
young  girl's  hand : 

"Come,  darling,"  she  said,  "come  to  my  room; 
and  perhaps  Mrs.  Brownlow  will  come  with  you. 
Bertie  has  had  too  great  a  trial,"  she  added, 
turning  gravely  to  the  other  ladies,  "for  such  a 
loving,  reverent  nature.  I  will  return  as  soon  as 
I  can  leave  her." 

Bertie  had  now  completely  broken  down,  and 
was   sobbing   aloud.      Professor  Walmsley  came 
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in,  looked  uncomfortable,  and  retreated  hastily. 
Fynes  passed  them  with  a  keen  glance.  Mr. 
Brownlow  lingered  at  the  door.  He  divined  the 
cause  of  Bertie's  trouble.  Maud  Crompton 
entered  the  office :  she  was  one  of  Bertie's 
friends : 

"  Oh,  Bertie,  what  is  the  matter  ?  What  has 
happened  ? " 

''  Nora  Stewart  is  dead ! "  said  Bertie,  in 
passionate,  resonant  tones.     "  She  died " 

''Hush!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Brownlow,  resolutely, 
putting  her  hand  before  Bertie's  mouth  and 
drawing  her  away. 

No  one  spoke,  and  Maud  withdrew  to  the 
waiting-room. 

A  moment  later  there  was  a  loud  exclamation 
from  many  voices,  and  then  silence. 

"There,"  said  Miss  Flint.  "Now  it  will 
spread  all  over  Minster.  Just  what  we  wanted 
to  avoid." 

"  A  very  undisciplined  nature,"  remarked  Miss 
le  Mesurier,  sententiously,  "  an  ill  -  regulated 
mind ;  just  the  person  always  ready  to  break  out 
into  acts  of  insubordination,  a  most  undesirable 
influence  in  a  place  like  this." 

Mrs.  Armstrong  was  fidgety,  and  much  occu- 
pied with  her  bag  and  a  packet  of  letters. 
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"  Some  one  should  go  into  the  waitino^-room," 
she  said,  *'to  correct  false  impressions  which 
might  prove  injurious  to  the  college." 

"  It  comes  to  this  : "  exclaimed  Miss  le 
Mesurier,  striking  her  umbrella  on  the  floor, 
"  Miss  Eavenshaw  and  Miss  Crayston  must  go. 
Did  you  notice  the  look  Walmsley  and  Bro^Tilow 
gave  us  as  they  passed  the  door  and  saw  that 
girl  crying  ?  A  pretty  time  we  shall  have  with 
them  at  the  meeting  next  Wednesday  I  " 

"  Don't  you  think  we  may  rely  upon  Fynes  ?  " 
asked  Miss  Ellen  Green  with  some  hesitation. 

"  Rely  upon  none  of  them  : "  retorted  Miss  le 
Mesurier.  ''  As  ]\Iiss  Kimberley  Finch  says,  we 
shall  never  attain  the  position  to  which  we  have 
a  ricrht,  nor  secure  from  the  coUeo^e  that  which  is 
our  due,  so  long  as  woman  governs  by  the  mere 
influence  of  personal  attraction  and  charm.  That 
is  the  old  low  condition  on  which  men  have 
always  consented  to  grant  power  and  influence  to 
a  few  women.  We  claim  somethino-  hio-her  :  we 
assert  the  right  of  all  women  to  equal  power  with 
men " 

"  I  know,  I  know : "  interrupted  Miss  Ellen 
Green.  She  was  beoinning:  to  wince  under  the 
Kimberley  Finch  dispensation,  and  had  not  quite 
forgotten  the  days  of  her  youth  ;  but  Miss  Flint 
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and  Mrs.  Armstrong,  who  had  never  known  what 
it  was  to  be  pretty,  were  visibly  edified,  and  held 
up  their  heads  in  a  defiant  manner. 

In  half  an  hour  the  ladies  had  agreed  on  the 
course  to  be  adopted,  and  entered  the  waiting- 
room  to. converse  with  the  students. 

"  Poor  Nora  !  "  said  Mrs.  Armstrong:.  "  This 
is  indeed  sad  news.     Miss  Eavenshaw  is  quite 


overcome." 


"  Where  did  Nora  die  ?  "  asked  Maud  Crompton. 
"  No  one  seemed  to  know  anything  about  her 
last  evening." 

"I  am  sure  she  was  not  in  the  house  on 
Sunday,"  said  Lily  Carter,  "for  I  went  to  her 
room.  It  was  empty,  and  Miss  Flint  told  me 
she  was  so  ill  that  she  had  been  removed.  Did 
she  go  to  Bristol  ?  " 

"  Her  friends  met  her  there  :  "  answered  Mrs. 
Armstrong.     "  She  is  there  now." 

"  Then  she  is  not  dead '? "  said  Lily  Carter, 
looking  relieved.  "  I  thought  Maud  said  she  was 
dead  I " 

"  I  grieve  to  have  to  tell  you  that  she  is  dead  : " 
announced  Miss  Ellen  Green,  coming  forward. 
*'  She  died  quite  suddenly  from  heart  disease." 

"  Telegraph,  if  you  please,  mum,  answer  paid  :  " 
said  Gibson,  advancing  to  Mrs.  Armstrong. 


XVII.]  MISTAKEN  VIEWS.  13 

*'It  is  from  poor  Mrs.  Stewart : "  said  Miss  Ellen 
Green,  looking  up  at  the  girls  who  stood  silent 
as  she  read  the  teleoram  that  Mrs.  Armstronor 
jDassed  to  her.  "  She  asks  that  some  one  should 
join  her  at  Bristol." 

"  Will  you  go  ? "  asked  Miss  le  Mesurier. 

"  We  must  consider :  "  replied  Mrs.  Armstrong. 
''You  see,"  she  added,  in  a  low  tone  to  her 
friends,  "Miss  Kimberley  Finch  is  at  Cheltenham, 
and  she  may — " 

The  remainder  of  the  sentence  was  inaudible. 

Bertie  meantime  was  lying  upon  her  bed  with 
a  white  blossom  pressed  to  her  lips. 

"  Oh,  Nora  ! "  she  sobbed,  "  dear  Xora  !  Do 
you  know  all,  and  do  you  forgive  ? " 


14  THE  LADY  RESIDENT.  [chap. 


CHAPTER    XVIII. 


PORTHALLAN   COVE. 


A  FEW  weeks  had  elapsed,  and  Nora  Stewart 
seemed  to  be  forgotten.  The  managing  ladies 
said  from  the  first  that  they  must  beg  to  be  spared 
all  questions.  Poor  Nora  was  very  dear  to  them, 
and  her  loss  had  caused  them  great  sorrow.  They 
could  not  refer  to  her  death  without  pain,  and 
their  kind  friends  must  say  nothing  on  the 
subject. 

Those  who  knew  how  liberally  Miss  Ellen 
Green  had  for  many  weeks  supplied  the  sick 
girl  with  jellies,  grapes,  and  delicacies  of  all 
kinds,  were  full  of  that  lady's  praises.  Dr. 
Smart  shook  his  head,  said  "  Heart  disease  ; 
nothing  could  be  done  for  it ! "  and  Minster 
received  his  dictum. 

Bertie's  emotion  in  the  office  had  been  noticed 
by  the  students  of  St.  Mary's,  and  commented 
upon.      They   concluded    that    she    had    then 
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received  the  sad  intelligence,  and  had  been 
**  overcome."  The  fact  of  having  been  ''  over- 
come "  gave  Bertie  a  certain  sort  of  distinction, 
and  girls  who  did  not  know  her  waited  in  the 
class-rooms  to  watch  her  as  she  passed  the  door. 

'•'  Don't  allude  to  poor  Xora  :  "  was  whispered 
from  one  to  the  other.  ''  Miss  Ravenshaw  was 
quite  overcome  when  she  heard  of  her  death." 

It  was  indeed  a  subject  that  Bertie  could  not 
talk  about.  Miss  Ellen  Green  had  shown  her  Mr. 
Stewart's  telegram,  asking  that  the  body  of  his 
daughter  might  be  removed  to  Bristol,  and  she 
had  seen  Mrs.  Stewart's  letter  of  grateful  thanks 
to  all  who  had  been  good  to  her  dear  child.  In 
it  Miss  Eavenshaw  and  Lily  Carter  were  especi- 
ally mentioned,  and  the  mother  sent  to  each  a 
small  gift  in  memory  of  Xora.  Bertie  saw  that 
she  had  no  right  to  attribute  blame  to  the 
manaorincr  ladies  for  what  had  been  done  at  the 
request  of  Nora's  parents.  And  yet  she  could 
not  help  wondering  whether  the  ladies  would 
have  acted  differently  if  there  had  been  no 
evening  party  at  the  college. 

Miss  Crayston  found  in  the  office  a  letter 
which,  if  it  had  reached  her  twenty-four  hours 
sooner,  would  have  informed  her  fully  of  all  the 
arrangements  made  by  the  managing  ladies.    The 
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delay  of  this  letter  was  never  satisfactorily 
explained. 

Miss  Flint  was  apparently  unmoved.  She 
had  seen  too  many  girls,  living  and  dead,  so 
she  said  angrily  one  day  to  Miss  Ellen  Green, 
who  was  mourning  over  the  recent  event,  to 
make  such  a  fuss  over  one  more  or  less. 

Miss  Ellen  was  so  much  annoyed  by  this  remark 
that  special  application  to  Miss  Kimberley  Finch 
was  needed  to  restore  peace  between  the  two 
ladies.  Miss  Finch  wrote  that  ''  an  inflexible 
sense  of  her  own  integrity  "  was  the  distinguish- 
in  o;  characteristic  of  Miss  Flint,  and  had  been 
throughout  her  whole  life.  This  greatly  com- 
forted Miss  Ellen  ;  at  the  same  time  she  shook 
her  head,  and  filled  a  small  wicker  basket  with 
sandwiches  and  sweet-cake.  Whenever  she  saw 
a  girl  look  weary  and  yawn  at  her  class,  she 
watched  for  an  opportunity  of  administering  these 
restoratives.  Her  friends  laughed  at  her,  but 
she  was  undoubtedly  popular  among  the  girls. 
Lily  Carter  asserted  that  the  sausage-rolls  which 
Miss  Ellen  brought  were  "  scrumptious,"  and  that 
high  tea  at  Tregarven  Avas  great  fun.  Many 
others  said  the  same,  and  the  extent  of  the 
appreciation  bestowed  on  her  kindly  efforts  led 
to   such   frequent    invitations    that   Miss    Flint 
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remonstrated,  and  said  studies  must  not  be 
interrupted.  She  found  that  her  pupils  thought 
more  of  Miss  Ellen  Green's  photographs,  sketches 
and  accounts  of  foreign  travel  than  they  did  of 
the  lessons  they  had  to  prepare.  Miss  Ellen 
sighed  and  submitted.  She  submitted  also  to 
the  decision  of  her  colleagues  that  Miss  Crayston 
must  be  removed  from  her  post,  and  that  Bertie 
Eavenshaw  must  either  join  the  other  boarders  in 
the  school-house  or  go  home. 

Mrs.  Armstrong  and  Miss  le  Mesurier  resolved 
to  punish  Bertie,  and  defeat  "  the  machinations  " 
of  the  Lady  Kesident.  They  determined  to 
penetrate  the  mystery  which  shrouded  Walms- 
ley's  ^dsits  to  St.  Mary's,  and  to  ascertain  the 
motives  of  Gold  worthy  Fynes.  In  carrpng  out 
this  resolve  they  almost  exhausted  the  patience 
of  all  concerned  in  their  investigations  ;  and  when 
Mrs.  Carter  again  begged  Miss  Crayston  and 
Bertie  to  return  with  Lily  one  Friday,  and  stay 
with  them  at  Trebarwith  until  the  foUowinor 
Monday,  the  Lady  Eesident  gratefully  acce|)ted 
the  invitation. 

The  first  evening  in  the  hospitable  Cornish 
house  was  spent  quietly,  sitting  under  the  lime 
trees  in  the  garden,  watching  the  children  at 
play,  and  making  plans  for  the  morrow.     They 
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decided  to  go  to  Porthallan  Cove,  and  explore 
the  seals'  cavern,  of  which  Bertie  had  heard  so 
mucli  from  Lily  and  Nora. 

Early  on  the  following  morning  Lily  was 
ready  with  her  pony  carriage,  a  liberal  hamper, 
and  plenty  of  shawls  and  rugs,  in  case  of  rain. 
Miss  Crayston,  Bertie,  and  two  of  the  Carter  boys, 
Andrew  and  Willie,  all  contrived  to  find  seats, 
and  Lily  drove  gaily  off.  The  little  boys  were  to 
carry  the  hamper  down  the  steep  cliff  to  the  shore, 
and  to  make  themselves  generally  useful ;  but 
they  had  views  of  their  own,  and  insisted  on 
going  to  a  cliff,  two  miles  off,  for  young  shags. 
Lily  was  afraid  to  let  them  go  alone,  so  she 
reluctantly  accompanied  them,  and  warning  Miss 
Crayston  of  the  danger  of  the  rising  tide,  pointed 
out  the  direction  in  which  they  would  find  the 
seals'  cavern. 

It  was  low  tide  when  they  set  out,  and  they 
walked  three  quarters  of  a  mile  over  rock  and 
reef,  and  across  firm  yellow  sand,  to  reach  the 
silvery  ripple  of  the  sea.  From  thence  they 
looked  back  at  the  line  of  cliff  behind  them  : 
precipitous,  stern,  a  fierce,  impregnable  guard  of 
rock,  with  no  inlet  for  ship  or  boat,  no  means  of 
escape  for  those  driven  upon  the  low  reefs,  which 
stretched  out  like  a  shark's  jaw  towards  the  sea. 
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Isolated,  lofty  rocks,  curious  fretted  arches  worn 
by  the  waves,  and  great  masses  of  boulder  and 
lieaped-up  stones,  made  a  picturesque  foreground. 
There  were  innumerable  pools  of  deep  green 
water,  fringed  by  sea  anemones  and  the  lovely 
aster-like  tentacles  of  the  anthea,  whilst  orlitterincr 
prawns  in  gorgeous  armour  darted  to  and  fro 
among  the  red  sea-weed  and  the  green.  Bertie 
and  her  companions  had  stooped  to  admire  them 
again  and  again  on  their  way  to  the  sands,  and 
had  remarked  the  depth  of  water  in  the  pools 
around  the  base  of  the  rocks.  They  decided  to 
walk  to  the  seals'  cavern,  beyond  which  Lily 
had  inforuied  them  they  could  not  pass ;  as  the 
rocks  jutted  out  into  deep  water  even  when  the 
tide  was  low. 

]\Iiss  Crayston  preferred  the  sands,  but  Bertie, 
more  adventurous,  returned  to  the  reefs  and 
rocky  foreground,  leaping  from  stone  to  stone, 
and  watching  the  changing  colours  of  the  cliff  as 
the  clouds  passed  over  it.  She  wandered  on 
until  at  a  sudden  turn  in  the  coast  a  o-reat  white 
rock  barred  her  way.  The  sun  was  shining  full 
upon  it,  and  it  seemed  to  rise  like  a  spirit  out  of 
the  gloom  in  which  she  had  been  standing.  She 
passed  round  it,  and  a  long  strip  of  sand  lying 
between  it  and  a  barrier  of  steep  inaccessible  cliff 
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stretching  out  into  the  blue  water,  showed  her 
that  she  had  reached  the  entrance  to  the  seals' 
cavern. 

She  followed  the  sand,  and  found  herself  at  the 
mouth  of  a  large  cave,  dark  even  at  noontide,  and 
with  a  sound  of  water  dripping  on  all  sides.  The 
sand  ceased,  and  the  floor  of  the  cavern  became 
rocky,  with  large  pools  of  shallow  water.  At  the 
sides  the  action  of  the  waves  had  worn  away  the 
softer  parts  of  the  stone,  leaving  ledges  fre- 
quented by  the  seals  which,  in  the  winter,  might 
be  found  resting  there.  On  this  lovely  summer 
day  Bertie  looked  in  vain  for  the  dog-like  head 
and  large  eyes  she  had  pictured  to  herself  and 
hoped  to  discover.  The  ledges  were  empty,  the 
pools  deserted ;  dripping  fronds  of  sea-weed  hung 
from  the  roof,  and  Bertie  saw  that  at  high  tide 
the  cavern  would  be  full  of  water.  She  looked 
above  her  and  remembered  hearing  that  at  this 
part  of  the  coast  the  tide  rises  twenty  feet.  As 
she  sat  on  a  large  boulder  she  thought  with  a 
shudder  of  some  poor  creature  struggling  over  the 
broken  rocks  and  through  the  deep  pools  with  the 
angry  sea  rushing  onwards,  and  the  savage  cliff 
frowning  above.  She  remembered  Miss  Crayston 
alone  upon  the  sands,  probably  at  some  distance 
from  her.     "  She  will  never   notice  the   time," 
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Bertie  said  to  herself, ''  when  she  is  at  the  marg^ia 
of  her  beloved  sea  ;  the  tide  will  turn  and  she  will 
miss  this  beautiful  cave." 

She  rose  from  her  seat,  and  as  she  went 
towards  the  sands  a  little  stream  of  water  came 
stealing  towards  her,  with  a  soft  ripple  like  a 
smile. 

She  watched  it  for  a  few  moments  with  in- 
terest and  almost  amusement.  '  It  undermined 
the  sands  in  an  insidious  way,  and  formed  little 
channels  of  its  own,  with  banks  that  crumbled 
and  ffll  in,  as  ripple  followed  ripple,  coming 
nearer  and  nearer  to  her,  as  she  stood  in  the 
mouth  of  the  cavern. 

She  looked  at  her  watch,  saw  that  it  was  more 
than  two  hours  since  she  had  left  Miss  Crayston  ; 
and  then  it  occurred  to  her  that  long  ago  the  tide 
had  turned,  and  that  it  was  now  cominor  in.  She 
stepped  hastily  forward,  and  found  that  it  was 
just  possible,  by  leaping  from  stone  to  stone,  to 
get  round  the  white  rock,  and  escape  the  danger 
of  the  seals'  cavern.  When  she  had  reached  a 
place  of  safety  she  stood  still  for  a  moment  to 
consider  her  position.  She  remembered  reef 
after  reef  of  rocks,  varying  from  ten  to  thirty  and 
forty  feet  in  height,  separated  each  from  the  other 
by  a   sandy  bay,  and  near   the  cliff  by   huge 
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boulders ;  easy  walking  and  delightful  climbing 
at  low  tide,  but  now,  with  that  ominous  rush  in 
her  ears,  and  with  the  sound  of  loose  stones 
knocking  and  crashing  together,  an  arduous  task. 
She  saw  spray  rising  against  the  foot  of  the  reef 
nearest  to  her.  It  would  be  impossible  to  pass 
round  that.  She  must  climb  it  at  some  point,  or 
find  her  way  through  the  caverns  and  arches. 
She  had  a  wise  instinct  to  avoid  the  parts  nearer 
the  cliff  where  she  might  be  hemmed  in,  and  to 
keep  to  the  open,  and  trust  to  her  sure  and  rapid 
feet.  She  had  no  fear ;  it  did  not  occur  to  her 
that  she  was  in  actual  danger,  but  she  saw  that 
she  must  make  haste.  "  Now,  girls,  look  sharp  :  " 
my  father  would  say,  if  he  was  here,  thought 
Bertie,  and  so  she  hastened  across  the  bay  to  the 
next  reef,  crossing  the  wet  sands  and  climbing 
easily  to  the  summit.  There  she  paused  and 
looked  around :  the  sands  were  covered,  and  she 
saw  that  the  pools  by  the  side  of  this  reef  were 
too  deep  to  allow  her  to  step  into  them,  and  too 
broad  to  get  over.  She  must  go  up  towards  the 
cliff,  and  make  her  way  across  the  boulders. 
Never  mind  ;  no  doubt  the  next  would  be  easier. 
But  this  was  not  the  case.  Once  or  twice  she 
slipped  on  the  wet  rock ;  once  the  thought 
occurred   to   her    that   one   might   be  drowned 
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among  these  stones  ;  and  then  a  fear  for  the  safety 
of  Miss  Crayston  crossed  her  mind.  What  had 
become  of  her  !  Where  could  she  be  !  Surely  it 
was  impossible  that  she  was  sitting  underneath 
some  lofty  rock  among  those  she  had  passed,  and 
unconscious  of  danger.  Bertie  felt  that  she  must 
return,  search  the  two  bays  she  had  crossed,  and 
make  sure  that  she  had  not  left  her  friend  in 
peril.  But  a  moment's  thought  reassured  her. 
Miss  Crayston  would  certainly  be  looking  out  for 
her,  "  unless  she  is  still  at  the  edge  of  the  sea 
watchino^  the  blue  waves,"  she  thouorht  with  a 
smile,  *'  and  then  she  will  see  and  hear  nothing 
else,  but  will  just  retreat  before  the  tide.  No 
fear ;  I  shall  find  her."  So  saying  she  scaled 
another  reef,  and  scanned  in  vain  another  bay. 
The  difficulty  of  her  way  was  increasing,  the 
leaps  from  stone  to  stone  were  longer ;  she  was 
compelled  to  climb  over  huge  masses  of  rock 
which  on  her  way  to  the  seals'  cavern  she  had 
walked  round.  Nowhere  was  Miss  Crayston  to 
be  seen,  and  yet  Bertie  knew  that  somewhere  she 
was  waiting  for  her ;  somewhere,  in  a  cave,  on  a 
rock,  by  the  sea.  The  thought  recurred  again 
and  again,  and  each  time  her  anxiety  increased. 
She  called  Miss  Crayston's  name  aloud,  shouting 
so  that  the  sea-birds  heard  and  seemed  to  answer. 
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She  climbed  almost  breathless  to  the  summit  of  a 
reef,  to  be  once  again  disappointed.  She  hesi- 
tated from  the  feeling  that  she  ought  to  go  back, 
that  she  dared  not  leave  unexplored  a  single  spot 
behind  her.  And  then  the  rush  of  the  sea  around 
the  stones,  and  the  noise  of  water  in  her  ears, 
showed  her  how  grave  was  the  danger  of  her 
position. 

''  Helen,  Helen : "  she  shouted.  The  tears 
started  to  her  eyes  for  a  moment,  as  for  the 
first  time  she  uttered  the  Christian  name  of 
her  friend,  and  a  wave  of  emotion,  of  pas- 
sionate affection,  passed  over  her.  ^'  Helen, 
Helen  : "  she  continued  to  call,  hurrying  onwards, 
startled  sometimes  with  the  loudness  of  her  own 
voice  and  the  echoes  from  the  cliff;  but  there 
was  no  answer,  no  sign  that  any  human  being 
shared  with  her  the  dangers  of  that  coast. 
A  perilous  reef,  the  very  worst  she  had  to 
encounter,  separated  her  from  a  bay  which  she 
knew  to  be  near  the  point  whence  they  had 
started.  She  remembered  walking  round  it, 
noticing  certain  marks  which  seemed  as  if 
steps  had  been  cut  in  it,  and  calculating  the 
chances  of  a  successful  climb  to  the  summit. 
Miss  Crayston  had  asked  her  not  to  attempt  it, 
and  they  had  passed  round  the  sands  where  now 
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the  waves  were  hurrying  in  and  sending  spray 
that  drenched  her  and  made  her  footing  slipjDery 
and  uncertain.  She  reached  the  summit  in 
safety,  and  there,  on  a  slip  of  yellow  sand,  walk- 
ing away  from  Bertie  as  she  stood  and  watched, 
and  with  garments  fluttering  in  the  wind,  was 
Miss  Crayston. 

"  Just  what  I  expected ! "  thought  Bertie,  who 
immediately  became  practical  and  calm.  "  How 
is  she  to  get  over  the  next  reef,  and  how  am  I  to 
reach  her  ? "  It  was  a  question  that  might  well  be 
asked,  for  between  the  Lady  Resident  and  her 
pupil  lay  a  deep  pool  of  green  water  stretching 
across  the  bay.  The  sands  on  which  Miss  Cray- 
ston was  walkino^  were  hio^h  and  firm,  and  she 
had  not  noticed  that  her  retreat  was  cut  off. 
Bertie  found  that  near  the  rocks  the  water  was 
now  so  deep  she  could  not  step  into  it,  but  must 
make  her  way  back  to  the  loose  stones  near  the 
cliff  and  from  them  wade  to  the  pool.  All 
anxiety  ceased  as  soon  as  she  saw  Miss  Crayston  ; 
she  knew  they  were  near  the  starting-place,  only 
one  more  bay  to  cross,  two  more  rocky  reefs,  and 
they  were  in  safety.  She  stepped  into  the  pool, 
which  was  fed  rapidly  by  a  stream  of  salt-water 
pouring  in  from  the  sea  along  the  side  of  the 
reef. 
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She  emerged  dripping  on  the  dry  sands,  and 
Miss  Crayston,  who  had  turned,  exclaimed  with 
astonishment : 

"  AVhy,  Bertie,  you  are  wet  to  the  waist !  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Bertie  with  a  smile ;  ''  and  I  shall 
be  wet  to  the  shoulders  going  back." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

''  The  tide  is  in.  We  have  not  a  moment  to 
lose  ! " 

"  Have  you  lost  time  looking  for  me  ? "  asked 
the  Lady  Kesident,  becoming  suddenly  pale. 

**No  ;  I  have  hurried  as  I  should  not  otherwise 
have  done,  except  for  the  thought  of  you." 

''  Can  we  escape  ?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  quite  easily ;  but  you  must  let  me 
carry  you.  The  water  will  be  too  deep  for 
you!" 

"  I  cannot  think  of  such  a  thing.  I  can  wade 
quite  well,  or  if  need  be  I  can  swim." 

"  You  can't  swim  in  your  clothes.  We  have 
not  a  moment  to  lose.  I  have  often  carried 
Ethel,  who  is  taller  than  you.     Come  on." 

Bertie  seized  her,  saying, 

"  Perch  on  my  shoulder  if  you  can ;  there  are 
some  nasty  stones,  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  have 
my  hands  free." 

Miss  Crayston  saw  that  resistance  was  useless 
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and  submitted.  Bertie  took  her  safely  across 
the  deepest  part ;  she  got  down  and  waded  as 
soon  as  it  was  shallow,  and  thus  they  reached 
the  stones. 

"  Now  we  are  all  right : "  said  j\Iiss  Crayston 
with  a  sigh  of  relief 

"  Not  at  all : "  replied  Bertie  ;  "  we  must  get 
over  this  ridge  somehow,  and  across  the  next 
bay ;  and  it  seems  to  me  as  if  the  toughest  bit 
of  work  comes  at  the  end." 

"  It  is  impossible  to  get  over  these  stones," 
exclaimed  Miss  Crayston.  "  We  must  wait  till 
the  tide  goes  down." 

"  It  will  wash  over  them :  "  replied  Bertie, 
gravely,  who  was  aiding  her  companion  and 
moving  forward  as  they  spoke  ;  "and  when  the 
waves  break  amongst  them  and  over  them,  the 
sea  will  sweep  even  the  rocks  it  does  not  cover ; 
you  can  see  that  by  the  mussels  and  the  sea- 
weed.    Look  up  there,  high  above  our  heads." 

Miss  Crayston  paused.  She  gazed  all  around, 
and  turned  eagerly  to  the  black  and  threatening 
cliff,  a  sheer  wall  of  rock. 

'*  You  are  right,  Bertie : "  she  said  quietly, 
though  there  was  a  slight  tremor  in  her  voice. 
"  Go  first,  and  I  will  follow." 

"  Which  way  do  you  think  we  ought  to  go  ? " 
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asked  Bertie,  who  shrank  from  assuming  the  first 
place. 

"You  know  best,  dear.  Take  whichever  way 
you  prefer,  and  let  me  follow  without  a  word. 
We  may  yet  escape  if  we  lose  no  time." 

But  the  sea  was  tossing  angrily  among  the 
stones.  It  was  difficult  to  reach  the  reef; 
almost  impossible  to  climb  it.  When  they 
reached  the  summit  they  saw  a  sandy  strip  of 
shore  far  away,  then  a  stretch  of  sea  washing  up 
to  the  huge  boulders,  which  they  both  remem- 
bered as  lying  at  the  foot  of  the  cliffs,  and 
among  which  they  had  watched  the  anthea  and 
the  prawns. 

"  Over  this  one  bay  and  across  the  next  reef 
and  we  are  safe : "  said  Bertie.  *'  We  will  go 
along  the  reef,  and  get  down  among  the  boulders." 

They  were  crawling  cautiously  along  the  reef, 
and  descending  as  they  crawled,  when  they 
beard  a  human  voice,  shriek  upon  shriek,  rising 
above  the  din  of  waters,  in  their  ears. 

They  paused  and  looked  towards  the  cliff. 
High  above  them,  and  close  to  the  edge,  stood 
Lily  Carter,  screaming,  throwing  out  her  arms, 
uttering  inaudible  words. 

"  Stop,"  said  Miss  Crayston  ;  ''  she  is  trying  to 
direct  us." 
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"  No,  no  ;  let  us  go  on  :  "  urged  Bertie. 

'*  See,  she  wants  us  to  go  out  upon  the 
sands  ! " 

Miss  Crayston  pointed  to  the  sands,  and  they 
could  see  Lily  kiss  her  hands,  nod  her  head, 
make  signs  of  approval,  and  then  she  stretched 
her  arm  out  to  the  right. 

"I  know:"  exclaimed  Miss  Craystou.  ''TVe 
are  to  go  to  the  sands,  and  help  will  come." 

"What  help?"  said  Bertie.  '^ There  is  no 
boat  within  eight  miles.     Lily  told  me  so." 

"  See,  Bertie  dear,  how  she  urges  it ;  depend 
on  it  there  is  danger  here  of  which  she  knows." 

"Very  well,"  replied  Bertie.  *'But  what  are 
we  to  do  when  the  tide  covers  that  strip  of  sand  ? 
The  waves  are  already  beating  against  the  reef." 

"  Lily  may  know^  that  these  boulders  which 
wx  should  have  to  climb  form  an  impassable 
barrier  to  the  next  bay  :  "  urged  Miss  Crayston. 

"Perhaps  so.  It  seems  like  it:"  replied 
Bertie,  rather  sadly,  and  then  with  a  flush  of 
colour  she  added, 

"  Come  along.  AVe  can  get  across  this  broad 
pool  to  the  sands  ;  and  see,  there  is  a  good  high 
bit  of  rock  upon  them.  I  am  sure  you  are 
right.     Lily  knows  what  she  is  about." 

Once    again    Bertie    carried    her    companion 
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through  the  deep  water.  They  reached  the  sands, 
and  were  crossing  them,  when,  amidst  the  spray 
of  the  waves  breaking  at  the  foot  of  the  reef, 
they  saw  a  man  riding  at  full  speed,  urging  on 
his  horse,  and  when  he  had  succeeded  in  getting 
it  through  the  breakers,  coming  towards  them. 
He  rode  a  large  and  powerful  carriage  horse, 
barebacked,  and  as  he  advanced  he  called  out : 

*'  Put  up  one  before  me,  and  the  other  must 
try  to  cross  the  reef  as  near  as  possible  to  the 
sea.  There  is  no  foothold  whatever  near  the 
cliff." 

By  this  time  he  was  close  to  them. 

"Take  this  lady:"  said  Bertie,  "and  I  will 
climb." 

"  No,  Bertie,  I  will  never  consent  to  that." 

"  Let  her  try,"  exclaimed  the  rescuer ;  "  my 
black  Dan  may  carry  you  both  if  there  is  too 
much  water  round  the  reef.  Lose  no  time. 
Help  your  friend : "  he  said  to  Bertie ;  and  be- 
tween them  both  in  an  instant  Miss  Crayston 
was  seated  before  him  on  the  horse,  and  Bertie 
hastened  towards  the  reef. 

"  The  channel  is  deep  and  broad,"  she  cried, 
"  and  the  sand  so  soft  I  sink  to  the  knees." 

"  Come  back  to  this  stone  :  "  cried  the  horse- 
man.    "  Can  you  get  up  behind  me  ? " 
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"  Oh  yes :  "  she  replied. 

He  placed  his  horse  beside  the  stone,  and 
Bertie,  using  his  foot  as  a  stirrup,  and  with  the 
help  of  his  hand,  sprang  up  behind  him. 

"  Now  hold  on  by  me  and  sit  steady.  Black 
Dan  won't  like  that  bit  close  to  the  reef,  but  I 
will  take  him  rather  further  out  where  there  is  a 
safe  rocky  footing.  Don't  be  afraid : "  he  con- 
tinued, as  the  horse  started  forward  ;  "  we  are  all 
right." 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Bertie,  "I  shall  be  off. 
Wait  a  moment.  Oh  you  must  wait ;  indeed 
you  must ;  only  just  one  moment !  " 

He  waited,  glanced  behind  him,  and  the 
shadow  of  a  smile  crossed  his  face. 

Bertie  adjusted  her  position,  and  placed  her 
two  hands  lightly  on  his  shoulders. 

"  All  right  ? "  he  asked. 

"  Quite  right : "  she  replied,  and  they  started 
again.  The  horse  struggled  bravely  forwards, 
breasting  the  deep  waves  in  gallant  style,  and 
urged  on  by  his  master's  hand,  and  voice,  and 
knees.  No  word  was  spoken ;  Miss  Crayston 
had  turned  her  head  and  was  looking  back  over 
the  rider's  shoulder;  her  dark  eyes,  large  with 
a  new  fear,  were  fixed  on  Bertie's  face.  But 
Bertie,  bright,  eager,  and  alert,  knew  no  fear. 
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There  were  a  few  moments  of  danger  and  un- 
certainty as  a  great  wave  rolled  onward,  lifting 
for  an  instant  the  horse  and  his  burden.  The 
poor  beast  trembled  as  he  regained  a  footing ; 
and  with  a  loud  shout  the  rider  urged  him 
forward,  just  in  time  to  avoid  the  succeeding 
wave,  which  crashed  against  the  reef  they  had 
now  rounded,  and  drove  them  inland  towards 
the  harbour  from  whence  they  had  started. 

"  Thank  God  we  are  safe ! "  exclaimed  their 
deliverer. 

"  Stop  a  minute  ;  I'll  get  down  :  "  said  Bertie. 

'*  No,  no  ;  wait  till  we  reach  the  shore." 

"  Please  let  me  get  off  here.  I'd  much 
rather." 

He  reined  in  his  horse,  and  Bertie  slipped  down. 

A  few  minutes  later  she  was  in  Lily's  arms ; 
Lily  sobbing,  trembling,  and  blaming  herself  for 
the  disaster  of  her  friends. 

"  Don't  cry,  Lily.  It  has  been  most  glorious. 
I  never  had  a  real  adventure  before." 

Miss  Crayston  advanced  to  them,  white  and 
still  amidst  her  wet  garments,  whilst  Bertie 
was  shaking  herself  like  a  Newfoundland  puppy. 
She  took  Bertie  in  her  arms  and  kissed  her 
tenderly.  There  was  an  anxious  look  in  the 
eyes  of  the  Lady  Resident : 


XVIII.]  PORTHALLAN  COVE.  33 

"  Oh,  Bertie,"  she  whispered,  *'  Bertie,  darling  ! 
Did  I  see  one  of  your  feet  on  each  side  of  the 
horse  ! " 

"  Indeed  you  did  :  "  said  Bertie,  with  a  laugh 
and  a  blush  ;  "  and  pray,  where  should  we  all 
have  been  if  you  hadn't  ? " 


VOL.    II. 
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CHAPTEE  XIX. 


WHEN   DANGEE   IS   OVER. 


Lily  Carter  sat  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff  sobbing 
aloud.  The  Lady  Kesident  knelt  by  Bertie's  side, 
trying  to  wring  the  salt  water  out  of  that  young 
lady's  dripping  clothes;  their  deliverer,  having 
made  temporary  arrangements  for  the  safety  of 
his  horse,  returned : 

"  Come,  Miss  Carter,  this  will  never  do  : "  he 
said.  "  Can't  you  give  your  friends  any  assist- 
ance  f 

"  I  have  sent  the  boys  to  catch  the  pony  :  "  said 
Lily,  and  a  fresh  burst  of  tears  stopped  further 
explanation. 

"I  don't  think  that  is  the  first  thing  to  be 
done." 

"  I  can't  help  it,  indeed  I  can't.  I  don't  know 
what  I  am  to  do." 

"  Well,  you  can  walk  a  little  way  with  me  :  " 
he  said,  taking  both  hands  and  raising  her  from 
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the  ground.  He  led  lier  some  little  distance 
and  then  paused.  Lily  looked  at  him  with  swim- 
ming eyes,  and  sobbed  forth  : 

*'  It  is  all  my  fault ;  I  have  nearly  killed  them 
both.  I  shall  never  forgive  myself.  I  shall 
never  be  happy  again." 

'^  Just  now  you  must  think  of  your  friends, 
and  not  even  of  your  own  faults.  Of  course  it 
has  been  a  terrible  trial  for  you  to  witness  their 
danger,  but  just  imagine  what  it  has  been  for 
these  two  brave  girls  to  endure.  The  tall  one  is 
the  grandest  creature  I  ever  saw,  and  that  little 
dark-eyed  one  is  full  of  pluck  and  presence  of 
mind.  I  shall  never  forget  the  way  she  took 
hold  of  me  and  said,  '  You  want  both  hands  ;  I 
am  quite  safe  ! '  And  so  she  was.  It  was  so  sens- 
ible of  her  not  to  put  her  arms  round  my  neck 
and  drag  me  down,  and  begin  to  cry.  If  both 
hands  had  not  been  free  I  don^t  believe  I  should 
have  got  Black  Dan  round  the  reef." 

"  That  is  not  a  girl,  Mr.  Tredwen ;  that  is  the 
Lady  Resident." 

"  She  is  very  young,  isn't  she  ? " 

"  Oh,  no  ;  she  is  nearly  twenty-six  years  old." 

"  Is  she,  really  I  A  great  age,  isn't  it  ?  Well, 
now  you  are  going  to  walk  over  that  strip  of 
sand,  and  when  we  come  back  we  must  consider 
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how  to  treat  the  Lady  Eesident  with  hospitality 
and  attention." 

He  led  her  towards  the  sea,  off  which  a  strong 
cool  wind  was  blowing.  In  a  few  moments  she 
paused  : 

"  How  can  I  be  walking  about  here  :  "  she  ex- 
claimed.    "  I  ought  to  be  helping  them." 

"  Well,  perhaps  you  ought : "  he  replied. 

"  Please  tell  me  what  to  do.  I  have  sent  the 
boys  to  get  the  pony-carriage  ready  as  soon  as 
possible." 

"  You  must  not  think  of  driving  them  twelve 
miles  in  their  wet  clothes ;  and  that  old  pony  will 
take  three  hours  to  get  over  the  ground." 

"  But  what  can  we  do  ? " 

"Take  them  to  the  Gipsy's  Cave,  see  how 
the  sun  is  shining  in  on  the  dry  warm  sand, 
Avrap  them  in  rugs,  and  give  them  something  to 
eat  and  drink." 

"  To  be  sure,  I  ought  to  have  thought  of  that 
at  once  : "  replied  Lily,  and  she  hurried  back  to 
her  friends,  saying, 

"  I  am  all  right  now,  Miss  Crayston  ;  do  forgive 
me,  and  please  come  just  round  the  corner  to  the 
Gipsy's  Cave.  All  our  things  are  there,  and  it  is 
beautifully  warm." 

Bertie  looked  rather  pale,  and  Miss  Crayston 
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noticed  that  slie  did  not  walk  very  steadily. 
When  they  overtook  Lily  they  found  that  young 
lady  on  her  knees  before  a  hamper. 

"  See  !  here  are  the  sandwiches,  and  this  is 
cider ;  it  is  home-made,  and  quite  as  good  as 
champagne.     You  must  have  something  at  once." 

"  I  couldn't  just  now : "  said  Bertie,  turning 
from  the  food  with  a  shudder. 

Miss  Crayston  had  espied  a  bottle  of  milk. 
She  poured  out  a  glass  and  gave  it  to  Bertie. 

"  That  is  delicious  :  "  said  Bertie ;  "  but  you 
must  have  some  also." 

"  I  prefer  the  wine : "  said  Miss  Crayston, 
pouring  the  remainder  of  the  milk  into  Bertie's 
glass. 

"  We  cannot  leave  for  a  long  time,"  said  Lily, 
without  further  explanation ;  "so  if  you  two 
will  take  off  your  wet  clothes,  I  will  give  you  the 
bath  towels  we  brought  for  the  boys,  and  you  can 
rub  yourselves  dry.  I  will  put  all  the  things  out 
on  the  stones ;  the  wind  and  sun  will  soon  dry 
them. " 

"  What  are  we  to  wear  ? "  laughed  Bertie. 

"  Oh,  the  rugs  and  the  shawls  and  the  water- 
proofs will  do  beautifully  ;  and  you  can  lie  here  in 
sun.' 

*'  A  capital  plan,"  exclaimed  Miss  Crayston. 
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"  Bertie,  we  will  take  your  things  off  at  once. 
Your  hands  are  very  cold." 

"  It  is  nothing.  I  have  a  great  dispensation 
of  sleep  upon  me ;  and  if  I  lie  down  I  know  I 
shall  go  to  sleep." 

"  The  very  best  thing  you  can  do.  But  we 
must  first  get  off  your  wet  clothes." 

"  It  is  of  no  use  ;  there  is  nothing  dry  about 
me,  not  even  my  hair.  My  hat  is  blown  away. 
I  have  lost  all  my  hair-pins,  and  I  have  called 
you  Helen.  Nothing  will  do  me  any  harm,  I 
assure  you.  Do  take  off  your  things  first : "  and 
she  threw  her  arms  round  Miss  Crayston's  neck 
and  kissed  her  in  rather  an  excited  way. 

"  My  dear  girl,  you  carried  me  through  the  deep 
Avater : "  said  the  Lady  Eesident.  "I  am  not 
nearly  so  wet  as  you  are,  and  you  must  do  as  I 
tell  you." 

A  few  minutes  later  Bertie,  clad  in  a  water- 
proof, with  a  warm  rug  fastened  round  her  waist, 
and  many  shawls  about  her,  was  lying  at  the 
entrance  of  the  cave. 

Lily,  who  had  disappeared  in  answer  to  a 
signal,  now  returned  : 

"  See,"  she  said,  "  Mr.  Tredwen  sent  the  boys 
to  his  waggonette  for  rugs  and  cushions.  We 
have  plenty  of  them  now,  and  can  make  Bertie 
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more  comfortable.  They  arranged  a  pillow,  threw 
a  carriasje  ruo;  over  her,  and  almost  before  the 
arrangements  were  complete,  Bertie  was  asleep. 

"  Is  she  going  to  be  ill  ?  "  asked  Lily,  anxiously. 

"Not  at  al].  She  sleeps  away  fatigue  and 
excitement  in  the  most  wonderful  manner." 

"Miss  Crayston,"  said  Lily,  "I  have  taken 
oflp  my  dress  and  jacket,  and  will  you  please  put 
them  on  whilst  I  dry  yours.  Mother  always 
allows  us  to  run  about  in  a  petticoat  after  we 
have  bathed,  and  you  needn't  think  it  will  hurt 


me." 


Lily  made  the  request  with  so  much  hesitation 
and  humility,  and  so  manifest  a  tendency  to 
tears,  that  the  Lady  Resident  was  moved  to 
compliance. 

"Yes,  I  will  accept  your  offer  with  thanks. 
Your  skirt  will  be  quite  long  enough  for  me.  I 
hope  you  will  not  take  cold." 

"  No  fear  of  it : "  replied  Lily,  delighted  to 
find  that  her'  offer  was  accepted,  and  she  was 
allowed  to  make  a  slight  sacrifice  for  her  friends. 
"  I  will  get  some  hot  sand  for  your  feet,  and  for 
Bertie's  too,  whilst  the  shoes  and  stockings  are 
drying." 

Miss  Crayston  reclined  against  the  side  of  the 
cave,  and  watched  her  pupil  as  she  slept.     Lily 
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carried  away  their  wet  garments  and  spread  them 
out  to  dry,  placing  stones  to  prevent  them  from 
being  blown  away.  She  heaped  hot,  dry  sand 
on  Bertie's  feet,  who  smiled  in  her  sleep  as  it 
was  done ;  and  then  in  a  whisper  she  informed 
Miss  Crayston  that  she  would  go  and  give  the 
boys  their  dinner. 

The  sunlight  dancing  on  the  sea,  the  warm 
air,  the  regular  breaking  of  the  waves,  and  her 
previous  fatigue,  caused  the  Lady  Eesident  also 
to  fall  asleep ;  she  was  aroused  an  hour  later 
by  the  noise  of  children  clattering  down  the 
zigzag  from  the  cliff  above  with  wooden  pails 
and  shovels.  When  she  opened  her  eyes  she 
saw  four  children  standing  at  the  mouth  of  the 
cave  staring  at  her  and  Bertie.  The  eldest,  a 
boy  of  eight  years  old,  was  pushed  by  a  little 
girl  behind  him.  He  turned  round  and  gave  her 
a  blow  which  knocked  her  down  amongst  the 
sand  and  stones. 

There  was  a  loud  cry.  Bertie  opened  her 
eyes. 

"  It  is  nothing,"  said  Miss  Crayston,  ^'  only  a 
child  crying.     Go  to  sleep  again." 

Bertie  closed  her  eyes,  and  two  nurses,  who 
had  followed  the  children,  led  them  away  towards 
the  sea.     A  boy  of  four  years  old  escaped  un- 
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noticed,  and  returned  to  the  cave.  Seating  him- 
self at  Bertie's  feet  he  patted  the  mound  of  sand 
that  covered  them,  and  began  to  ornament  it 
with  shells  and  stones.  As  he  worked  in  silence 
Miss  Crayston  did  not  disturb  him.  She  gave 
him  a  piece  of  seed  cake.  He  did  not  eat,  but 
crumbled  and  spread  it  over  the  sand.  ]\Iiss 
Crayston  left  him  and  joined  Lily,  who  was  busy 
folding  the  clothes  which  were  already  dry,  and 
preparing  to  carry  them  to  the  cave. 

"  What  are  your  plans,  Lily  ?  " 

*'  Mr.  Tredwen  has  sent  Andrew  to  his  house. 
It  is  four  miles  nearer  than  ours,  and  the  pony 
will  go  quickly  with  Andrew.  Mr.  Tredwen  has 
sent  for  a  carriage  for  us  and  another  horse  for 
his  wasjoronette." 

'^  I  hope  that  horse  was  not  injured  ? " 

"  Oh  no ;  but  they  cannot  take  it  round  the 
reefs  to  the  clifip  road  till  the  tide  goes  down. 
No  horse  can  get  up  or  down  the  zigzag." 

"  Shall  we  have  a  long  distance  to  walk  over 
the  cliffs?" 

"  No  ;  the  Tredwen  children  have  got  a  jingle, 
the  little  Cornish  cart  I  have  told  you  about. 
You  can  go  over  the  cliff  to  the  carriage  road  in 
it.  It  is  drawn  by  a  donkey  which  is  very 
strong;  and  you  know  a  jingle  can  go  anywhere." 
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"  I  am  afraid  we  are  giving  Mr.  Treclwen  a 
great  deal  of  trouble." 

"  He  doesn't  mind  it ;  lie  is  very  pleased  to 
help  us.  He  has  arranged  everything  beautifully. 
But  do  tell  me  if  Bertie  will  be  ill  ? " 

"  I  don  t  think  she  is  at  all  likely  to  be  ill. 
She  has  been  sleeping  most  peacefully,  and  will 
be  quite  refreshed  when  she  awakes." 

Meanwhile  the  small  child,  left  to  his  own 
devices,  advanced  from  Bertie's  feet  to  her  head. 
He  first  of  all  sprinkled  sand  over  her  hair,  and 
then,  sitting  down  upon  her  chest,  he  commenced 
to  poke  sand  into  her  mouth. 

"  Oh,  dear  !  "  said  Bertie,  starting  up.  She 
threw  off  her  incubus,  and  he,  with  a  loud  cry, 
flung  himself  upon  her,  and  struck  her  in  the  face. 

Miss  Crayston  and  Lily  hurried  to  the  cave, 
and  a  nurse  darted  upon  the  child  and  dragged 
him  away,  kicking  and  screaming  as  he  went. 

"  Take  him  away :  "  called  Bertie  ;  "do,  pray 
take  him  away  ! " 

"He  is  gone,  dear.     Don't  be  afraid." 

"Oh,  but  pray  take  him  away  from  that 
woman.  Just  hear  how  she  is  thumping  his 
poor  little  back." 

"  And  serve  him  right  too  :  "  said  Lily.  "  He 
ought  to  havQ  a  thorough  good  whipping." 
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"My  father  says  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a 
good  whipping,"  said  Bertie  ;  "  and  I  begin  to 
agree  with  him.  They  are  always  bad.  How 
can  the  mother  allow  a  servant  to  beat  her 
child  ? " 

"  The  mother  is  dead  :  "  said  Lily.  "  They  are 
Oliver  Tredwen's  children.  I  will  go  and  speak 
to  the  nurse." 

Bertie  sat  up  and  looked  about  her. 

"  Here  come  the  rest  of  them  : "  exclaimed  Miss 
Crayston  in  dismay.  "They  are  the  very 
naughtiest  imps  I  ever  saw." 

The  imps  were  whispering  as  they  approached 
the  cave,  and  two  little  girls  came  up  to  Bertie. 

"  Kiss  me :  "  said  the  youngest,  and  Bertie, 
always  well-disposed  towards  children,  turned 
towards  her. 

The  child  rapidly  licked  the  young  girl's  cheek 
with  a  tongue  covered  with  some  brown,  sticky 
sweetmeat,  and  then  burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 

"  Kiss  me  too  :  "  shouted  the  elder  girl,  showing 
a  dirty  tongue. 

"  Horrid  children  ! "  said  Bertie,  wiping  her 
cheek. 

Miss  Crayston  took  a  hand  of  each  girl,  and 
led  them  away  with  such  rapidity  and  determin- 
ation that  they  had  no  chance  of  resisting. 
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"  Nurse,"  she  said,  "  these  little  girls  are 
exceedingly  ill-behaved.  I  cannot  allow  them 
to  remain  with  us,  and  you  had  better  take  their 
brother  away  also." 

"  They're  the  most  owdacious  children,"  said 
nurse,  shaking  them  violently,  ^'  as  ever  was." 

"  They  really  are  too  naughty  for  anything :  " 
said  Lily,  advancing ;  *'  and,  nurse,  you  must 
please  keep  them  all  out  of  the  way  whilst  the 
ladies  dress,  and  until  we  go  home." 

"Bertie,"  she  continued,  advancing  to  the 
cave,  "the  clothes  are  quite  dry.  You  must 
make  haste  and  dress.  Mr.  Tredwen  has  lighted 
a  fire,  the  kettle  is  boiling,  and  we  are  going  to 
have  some  tea." 

"  That  will  be  delicious  :  "  said  both  ladies  ;  and 
before  long  they  were  drinking  hot  tea  out  of 
little  mugs,  whilst  Mr.  Oliver  Tredwen  was  carry- 
ing backwards  and  forwards  a  large  black  kettle. 

"  Can  we  have  a  second  cup  ? "  asked  Lily. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  I  made  it  quite  full :  "  he  replied. 
"  Tea  is  the  best  thing  you  can  take,  and  our 
Cornish  way  of  maldng  it  is  a  very  good  one. 
When  the  kettle  boils,"  he  said,  turning  to  Miss 
Crayston,  "you  shake  in  a  handful  or  two  of 
tea,  and  you  find  it  goes  on  improving  in  strength 
and  flavour  as  you  drink." 


XIX.]  WHEN  DANGER  IS  OVER.  45 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it :  "  she  replied ;  "  but  I 
think  we  must  not  try  to  get  to  the  bottom  of 
that  kettle  to-day.  I  should  like  to  set  our  faces 
homewards  as  soon  as  Lily  is  ready." 

"  I  am  ready  now : "  said  Lily,  and  they 
climbed  the  steep  zigzag  to  the  summit  of  the 
cliff. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


DAY   DREAMS. 


On  the  following  morning  Bertie  was  pale  and 
languid.  She  had  passed  a  feverish  and  troubled 
night,  haunted  by  the  terrors  of  the  Cornish 
coast.  Out  of  the  deep  caverns  of  sleep,  cruel 
dog-headed  beasts  sprang  forth  to  seize  her ;  long 
filaments  of  gigantic  anthea  curled  upwards  from 
the  sea-green  pools,  and  writhed  around  her  ; 
treacherous  rocks  glided  beneath  her  weight  to 
the  edge  of  a  steep  precipice.  The  thunderous 
sound  of  the  sea  was  in  her  ears,  gigantic  waves 
seemed  to  break  over  her,  and  draw  her,  weak 
and  incapable  of  resistance,  backwards  and  down- 
wards to  great  depths  of  ocean,  where  gleamed, 
the  white  still  form  of  the  Lady  Eesident, 

"  I  think, '^  said  Miss  Crayston,  after  the  Sun- 
day morning  breakfast,  "  that  Bertie  ought  to  sit 
in  the  garden  instead  of  going  to  church." 

''  It  will  be  much  the  best  thing,  and  we  will 
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leave  her  quite  alone  :  "  said  Mrs.  Carter.  "  I  will 
send  out  some  rugs  and  chairs,  and  have  them 
put  under  the  chestnut  trees.  She  can  sleep,  or 
read,  or  doze,  as  she  likes." 

Bertie  protested  that  it  was  unnecessary,  and 
that  she  would  like  the  walk  of  two  miles  to  the 
village  church.  But  when  she  saw  the  arrange- 
ments made  for  her,  the  easy-chair  under  a 
spreading  tree,  the  little  table  by  its  side,  and  a 
few  books,  she  was  quickly  reconciled  to  her  lot. 

"  Come  and  see.  Miss  Crayston,  what  I  have 
got :  "  she  said  :  "  Blair  s  Sermons,  and  Povah, 
and  Young^s  Night  Thoughts.  Ah,  yes,  I  thought 
so,  and  Good  Words,  the  first  thing  asked  for  by 
the  Pit  cairn  islanders." 

*'  Well,  don  t  you  agree  with  the  islanders  ? " 

*'  Oh,  yes.  I  don't  read  it  myself,  but  my  father 
says  Good  Words  is  a  British  institution." 

The  children  came  up  one  by  one  to  say  good- 
bye to  Bertie,  and  each  child  brought  her  a 
flower  or  a  posy. 

"This  is  what  I  always  take  to  church  w^ith 
me : "  said  a  lass  of  six  years  old.  '^  We  call  it 
Lad's  Love,  but  nurse  says  it  is  Old  Man.  I 
squeeze  it  up  and  make  it  smell,  to  keep  me 
awake  in  sermon  time." 

"  I  like  lavender  best,"  said  an  elder  sister, 
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^'  it's  more  prickly.  We  have  a  halfpenny  if  we 
keep  awake  all  through  the  sermon : "  she  added. 

"  I  got  a  penny  for  long  words  last  Sunday :  " 
said  Paul,  a  boy  of  seven. 

"  What  long  words  ? "  asked  Bertie. 

''In  the  sermon.  If  we  remember  six  we 
get  a  penny ;  but  we  mustn't  write  them  down, 
and  they  must  be  very  long.  My  six  were, 
transubstantiation,  omnipresent,  sacerdotal,  schis- 
matic, secularization,  and  genuflexion." 

"  What  was  the  sermon  about  ? "  enquired 
Bertie. 

''  Why,  about  iliem,  to  be  sure  :  "  said  Ada,  the 
little  girl  who  had  first  spoken ;  "  and  I  should 
have  got  my  penny  too,  but  papa  wouldn't  have 
co-eternal.  He  says  it's  too  easy  ;  but  I'm  sure  I 
don't  a  bit  know  what  it  means." 

*'  Come,  children  ! "  called  the  parents,  and  the 
children  ran  off,  looking  back  to  nod  to  Bertie. 

"  I'll  remember  you  a  long  word  all  for  your- 
self:"  said  Paul. 

When  they  had  gone  Bertie  folded  her  hands 
and  leant  back  in  her  chair.  The  day  was  sweet 
and  bright,  the  air  pleasant,  and  the  garden  gay, 
and  yet  friendly.  Not  far  from  where  she  sat  a 
tall  hedge  of  fuchsias,  with  graceful,  drooping 
sprays   weighed    down    by   purple   flowers   and 
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black  fruit,  separated  the  lawn  from  the  kitchen- 
garden.  She  could  smell  the  sweet  bean  blossoms, 
and  hear  the  murmur  of  innumerable  bees. 
Ring-doves  in  a  dove-cote  near  at  hand  were 
cooing,  and  from  time  to  time  the  sharp  bark  of 
a  little  yard-dog  fell  upon  her  ear.  When  it 
ceased  she  could  have  fancied  herself  absolutely 
alone,  for  there  was  no  sign  or  sound  of  human 
life  in  the  house  or  garden.  She  took  up  a 
volume  of  Povah's  Sermons,  but  a  few  minutes 
later  laid  it  on  her  lap  and  closed  her  eyes. 

She  slept,  and  once  more  she  stood  on  the 
Porthallan  shore.  The  sea  was  calm.  She  had 
no  fear;  some  one  was  with  her,  a  large  form, 
friendly,  protecting.  She  opened  her  eyes,  and 
on  a  chair  at  a  little  distance  from  her  sat  Mr. 
Philip  ]e  Mesurier. 

She  started ;  he  came  forward,  and  spreading 
a  hand  wide  open,  took  hers  in  a  grasp  so  com- 
prehensive that,  as  she  informed  Miss  Crayston 
afterwards,  it  made  her  feel  as  if  he  meant  to  put 
the  hand  in  his  pocket. 

"  I  heard  of  your  adventure  from  Tredwen  :  " 
he  said.  "  I  was  with  him  last  night.  I  have 
walked  over  this  morning  to  enquire  for  you  and 
Miss  Cravston.  Have  I  disturbed  you  ?  Do  vou 
wish  to  sleep  ?  " 

VOL.   II.  E 
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"  No  ;  I  would  rather  be  awake.  When  I  sleep 
I  am  by  the  sea  of  yesterday." 

"  Just  so :  "  he  replied.  "  Consciousness  clears 
the  mind.  It  is  largely  porous,  and  full  of  blanks 
and  oblivious  for  what  is  not  pleasant." 

"  That  is  my  experience  : "  said  Bertie.  "  I  am 
often  frightened  in  my  sleep,  but  never  when  I 
am  awake." 

''  That  is  because  consciousness  is  the  theatre 
of  mental  elimination,  and  your  mind  tends  to 


consciousness." 


"  That  sounds  very  mysterious :  ^'  said  Bertie. 

''Not  so.  Think  of  it  in  this  way  :  conscious- 
ness is  the  skin  of  the  human  mind.  The  soul 
often  goes  outside  the  skin  and  beyond  the  cir- 
cumference of  the  body,  for  the  relation  between 
them,  though  permanent,  is  liberal.  When  you 
return  from  unconscious  sleep  to  the  conscious- 
ness of  your  waking  hours  you  return  within  the 
boundaries  of  your  apprehension,  and  can  reject 
that  which  disturbs  you." 

Bertie  was  silent. 

"  Have  I  puzzled  you  ?  " 

''  Just  a  little  :  "  she  replied.  ''  I  was  trying  to 
remember  what  you  said  at  Mrs.  Brownlow's  about 
personality  being  skin  and  impersonality  sub- 
stance. What  you  say  now  seems  to  contradict  it." 
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'•Just  SO.  But  you  remember  that  I  told  you 
impersonality  was  a  substance  which  was  no 
substance  without  the  skin  to  hold  it." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  and  of  course  that  is  Very  important. 
But,"  she  added,  with  some  hesitation,  ''if  con- 
sciousness is  the  skin,  and  personality  also  the 
skin,  I  suppose  they  mean  the  same  thing.  I  am 
afraid  I  am  very  dense ;  and  when  you  talk  to 
me  I  always  wish  for  a  dear  friend  who  would 
understand  you." 

"  Oh,  do  you  ? "  he  said  coldly. 

Bertie  blushed  deeply.  It  was  her  first 
attempt  at  match-making,  and  she  did  not  feel 
sure  how  people  began  to  try  and  interest  any 
one  in  a  stranger.  Mr.  Philip  noticed  the  blush, 
and  was  silent.  He  felt  rather  angry  with 
Bertie.  No  doubt  she  wished  for  some  garrulous 
college  boy,  one  of  those  his  sister  talked  about. 

"  I  should  like  you  to  see  my  friend  :  "  she  said 
with  a  great  effort. 

Mr.  Philip  made  no  reply. 

"  I  think  you  would  like  her ; "  and  Bertie 
looked  up  at  him  rather  timidly. 

"  I  am  sure  I  should  :  "  he  answered,  with  more 
eagerness  than  the  statement  seemed  to  require. 
"  Tell  me  about  this  dear  friend  whom  I  am  pre- 
disposed to  admire." 

e2 
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"  She  is  very,  very  good  :  "  said  Bertie  ;  "  and 
your  views  make  me  think  of  her  very  often. 
She  is  almost  a  spiritualist  already,  and  would 
not  only  listen  with  great  sympathy,  but  would 
understand  you  much  better  than  I  do.  I  am 
trying  to  remember  all  you  say,  to  tell  her  about 
it.  She  is  a  dear  friend  of  my  parents,  and  now 
she  is  our  governess  at  home  ;  I  mean  of  the 
younger  ones.  We  are  all  very  fond  of  her.  I 
wish  you  could  see  her." 

"  There  is  nothing  I  should  like  better : "  he 
replied  with  alacrity ;  "  and  I  shall  take  the 
earliest  opportunity  of  making  her  acquaint- 
ance." 

Bertie  was  pleased,  and  smiled  at  him. 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  approaching 
voices  made  known  that  the  family  had  returned 
from  church.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Carter  came  forward 
to  gree  tMr.  Philip. 

"  Have  you  heard  about  yesterday  ? "  asked 
Mrs.  Carter. 

"  Yes ;  Tredwen  told  me.  He  will  be  here 
shortly." 

"  You  know  something  of  everything,  Mr. 
Philip.  Can  you  tell  me  what  would  be  good, 
for  Miss  Eavenshaw  ?  " 

"  Indeed,  I  am  quite  well,  Mrs.  Carter.     Pray 
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don't  be  anxious;  I  have  had  a  very  happy 
morning,  and  am  quite  well." 

Mr.  Philip  drew  his  chair  to  her  side. 

"  I  should  like  to  feel  your  pulse : "  he  said, 
taking  her  hand.  "  The  wave  and  shock  of  pas- 
sions as  they  advance  towards  the  body,"  he 
remarked  to  Mrs.  Carter,  as  he  consulted  his 
watch,  "  are  transmitted  through  the  pulse.  These 
modified  vibrations  speak  a  language  of  their 
own  which  is  unintelligible  to  the  ordinary  ob- 
server. To  the  initiated  few  the  pulse  traces  a 
diagram,  and  the  secrets  of  life  and  death  are 
written  on  its  mountain-peaks,  its  deep  abysses, 
and  in  its  awful  moments  of  silence." 

Bertie  was  certainly  impressed  as  Mr.  Philip 
lightly  touched  her  wrist  wT.th  two  large  fingers  ; 
for  the  home  practitioner  felt  a  pulse  and  said 
nothing  about  it. 

"  I  should  like  a  wine-glass,"  continued  Mr. 
Philip,  "a  tea-spoon,  clear,  cold  water,  and  a 
sheet  of  note-paper." 

Silence  prevailed,  and  the  children  gathered 
round  as  he  took  from  his  pocket  a  small  leather 
case,  and  carefully  selected  a  minute  bottle,  which 
he  held  between  his  finger  and  thumb. 

"  My  remedies,"  he  said,  turning  to  Bertie, 
"  deal  with  the  spirits  of  things,  which  are  their 
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potential  forms.  This  veratrum,  for  example,  is 
destined  to  attack  and  destroy  the  great  material 
curse  of  our  age,  namely,  vaccination." 

Now  a  woman  who  is  afraid  of  nothing  else 
will  be  afraid  of  small-pox ;  and  Bertie,  with  a 
shudder,  exclaimed : 

"Oh,  Mr.  Philip!" 

"  Don't  be  alarmed : "  he  interposed  kindly  ; 
"you  are  not  threatened  with  any  evil.  Veratrum 
is  not  merely  a  special  remedy,  it  is  a  curative 
personality,  ready  to  do  battle  with  all  our  ills. 
It  is  as  a  curative  personality  that  I  prescribe  it. 
You  will  take,"  he  added,  as  he  shook  three 
globules  into  the  palm  of  his  hand  and  put  them 
into  a  tumbler  of  water,  "you  will  take.  Miss 
Eavenshaw,  a  tea-spoonful  of  this  mixture  every 
eight  hours.  I  will  put  a  piece  of  paper,"  and 
he  laid  it  on  the  top  of  the  wine-glass  and  bent 
it  carefully  down  and  round  the  rim,  "  a  piece  of 
paper  to  keep  out  dust,  which  is  degrading  and 
abhorrent." 

Turning  from  Bertie,  he  addressed  Mrs. Carter : 

"  Generous  diet,"  he  said,  "  cheerful  society, 
and  fresh  air  will  complete  the  cure,  and  fit  our 
young   friend   for   her  studies  to-morrow  morn- 


ing." 


There   was   a   large,    luminous   look   in   Miss 
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Crayston's  eyes,  as  she  watched  the  scene,  which 
Bertie  understood,  and  for  the  first  time  resented. 

"  She  is  laughing  at  him : "  thought  Bertie, 
"  and  it  is  too  bad." 

The  children  gathered  round  the  little  table 
and  watched  the  tiny  white  specks  in  the  glass. 

"  Take  care  !  "  exclaimed  their  father.  "  That's 
a  most  dangerous  mixture.  Stand  back,  and  I'll 
administer  a  dose  to  Miss  Eavenshaw." 

"  Not  now :  "  interposed  Mrs.  Carter,  who  saw 
that  Mr.  Philip  did  not  like  her  husband's  joke, 
"not  now.  We  are  going  to  dinner.  Will  you 
join  us,  Mr.  Philip  ?  " 

Mr.  Philip  declined.  He  was  on  a  visit  to  a 
friend  in  the  neighbourhood  with  whom  he  must 
dine,  but  he  arranged  to  meet  the  Carters  for 
their  evening  walk,  and  to  bring  with  him  Mr. 
Tredwen. 

"  Miss  Crayston,  we  have  not  taken  half  enough 
care  of  you :  "  said  Mr.  Carter,  at  the  close  of  the 
day.  "You  have  been  doing  everything  for 
everybody  all  day  long,  in  that  quiet  way  of 
yours.  As  to  your  going  off  this  evening  to  the 
Keeve  to  gather  osmund- royal,  and  tell  those 
children  a  story,  I  won't  hear  of  it." 

"  Miss  Crayston  shall  stay  with  me :"  interposed 
Mrs.  Carter.     "  No,  my  dears.  Miss  Crayston  will 
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not  tell  you  any  more  stories  to-day.  You  have 
had  quite  enough." 

"  I  only  wish  I  could  tell  them  one  :  "  exclaimed 
the  father,  "  their  consciences  want  rousing  ;  and 
if  I  knew  how  to  put  it,  there  is  a  fine  story 
somewhere  of  boys  who  wouldn't  obey  their 
sister,  and  went  off  over  the  cliff  for  eggs  and 
sea-birds,  and  led  everybody  into  danger." 

Two  boys  hung  their  heads  and  disappeared 
from  the  group  standing  round  Miss  Crayston. 

"  Andrew  is  very  sorry,  papa,  and  so  is  Willy, 
too :  "  said  one  of  their  sisters.  "  Andrew  has  been 
thinking  about  Bertie  all  day ;  and  we  want  the 
osmund  for  her,  because  she  never  saw  it  grow- 
ing, and  she  is  going  to  plant  it  at  St.  Mary's." 

"  And,  papa,  he  remembered  the  very  longest 
word  in  the  sermon  for  her/'  added  another  girl. 
"I  helped  him.  It  was  ter-gi-ver-sation.  We 
have  been  saying  it  over,  and  Miss  Crayston  is 
quite  astonished." 

"  Mr.  Tredwen  is  going  to  the  Keeve,"  exclaimed 
a  third,  "  and  so  is  Mr.  Philip  ;  and  Bertie  wants 
to  go.  We  shan't  dig  up  the  osmund-royal  to- 
day, because  it  is  Sunday ;  but  Bertie  is  going  to 
put  little  bits  of  white  paper  on  all  the  roots  she 
would  like  to  have,  and  then  Andrew  and  Willie 
will  get  them  at  four  o'clock  to-morrow  morning." 
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*'  The  children  are  really  sorry :  "  pleaded  the 
mother ;  "  and  I  think  Lily  cried  all  night  long. 
I  have  had  to  send  her  to  lie  down." 

"  She  knew  the  danger  of  that  shore,  and  I 
can  find  no  excuse  for  her :  "  replied  Mr.  Carter. 
*'  She  allowed  strangers,  and  our  guests,  to  go 
there  unattended." 

"  It  was  a  case  of  divided  duty,  I  think :  "  urged 
Miss  Crayston.  "  The  dangers  of  the  cliff  are 
really  as  great  as  those  of  the  shore.  She  could 
not  let  her  young  brothers  go  alone." 

"  Excuse  me,  Miss  Crayston,  but  I  do  think 
three  ladies  ought  to  have  been  a  match  for  two 
boys  of  seven  and  eight." 

"  So  they  would  have  been,  Mr.  Carter,  I 
assure  you,  but  Lily  did  not  tell  us  of  her  diffi- 
culty. She  wished  to  please  the  boys,  and  not, 
as  she  said,  to  have  a  scene  with  them ;  and  she 
expected  to  have  been  less  than  two  hours  away 
instead  of  more  than  four." 

"  It  will  be  a  lesson  to  us  all.  Miss  Crayston  :  " 
interposed  Mrs.  Carter;  "but  I  am  truly  sorry 
that  it  has  been  learnt  at  your  cost." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  the  father,  "  the  bread  and 
water  of  affliction  is  w^hat  they  deserve ;  but 
come  along,  or  we  shan't  be  home  in  time  for 
supper." 


58  THE  LADY  RESIDENT.  [chap. 

The  two  delinquents,  Andrew  and  Willie,  stood 
at  a  little  distance  watching  their  father. 

*'  You  may  come  : ''  he  called  to  them  ;  "  and  I 
should  like  you  to  keep  an  eye  on  Mr.  Tredwen  and 
Mr.  Philip  ;  you  will  see  how  gentlemen  behave 
when  they  attend  ladies  on  an  expedition." 

"  My  husband  is  sorely  distressed :  "  said  Mrs. 
Carter.  "  He  can  think  and  speak  of  nothing  else. 
Mr.  Philip  says  that  it  is  impossible  to  exaggerate 
the  danger  of  your  position." 

Miss  Crayston  shuddered. 

"  Do  not  speak  of  it :  "  she  said.  "  Who  is  Mr. 
Tredwen  ? " 

"He  is  Tredwen  of  Upton,"  replied  Mrs. 
Carter. 

"  Upton  Manor,  near  St.  Mary's  ? "  asked  the 
Lady  Resident. 

"  Yes." 

"  But  no  one  lives  there." 

"  Not  at  present.  It  has  been  standing  empty 
for  many  years.  Mr.  Tredwen  took  a  house  at 
Trebarwith  for  twelve  months  whilst  it  was 
repaired;  he  has  been  living  near  us.  I  think 
he  goes  to  Upton  next  month." 

"He  has  a  family,  has  he  not?"  asked  the 
Lady  Resident. 

"  Four  of  the  wickedest  children  in  Cornwall," 
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replied  Mrs.  Carter;  "  and  wlio  their  mother  was 
nobody  knows.  Mr.  Tredwen  says  he  has  adopted 
them,  and  that  they  are  not  his  own,  but  of  course 
nobody  believes  it." 

"  He  will  be  our  nearest  neighbour  :  "  said  Miss 
Crayston. 

"  I  thought  Dedman's  wood  lay  between  Upton 
and  Minster  ? " 

"  No ;  there  is  only  a  cliff  called  the  Bower  that 
separates  them.  The  wood  is  on  the  further  side 
of  the  keeve  beyond  Upton." 

"  I  hope  there  is  a  sufficient  space  to  keep  off 
the  children  :  "  said  Mrs.  Carter.  "  They  are  imps 
of  mischief." 

"  Poor  little  things  I "  exclaimed  the  Lady 
Eesident. 

"  Perhaps  you  think  I  am  hard  upon  them  ; 
just  wait  till  you  know  them.  When  Mr.  Tred- 
wen  first  arrived  I  used^to  ask  them  here  to  spend 
the  day ;  by  way  of  amusemeut  they  would 
stone  to  death  the  chickens  and  ducks,  catch 
the  young  birds  and  give  them  to  the  cat,  drag 
down  the  netting  from  the  wall-fruit,  tear  it  to 
pieces,  and  set  fire  to  it.  One  day  I  heard  a 
great  noise,  and  found  they  had  taken  Harold, 
who  is  two  years  old,  and  Polly,  who  is  four,  to  the 
brook  ;  they  had  got  Harold's  head  under  water 
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and  were  liolding  him  down.  Polly's  screams 
led  me  to  the  meadow  or  the  child  would  have 
been  drowned.  After  that  I  told  Mr.  Tredwen 
I  could  not  have  them  again.  Poor  man  !  He  is 
supposed  to  be  looking  out  for  a  wife ;  and  I  am 
sure  he  must  want  some  one  to  take  charge  of 
those  children." 

Miss  Crayston  rose  and  said  somewhat  anxi- 
ously, 

*'  I  think  I  ought  to  have  accompanied  Bertie." 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 


IN   THE    MOONLIGHT. 


One  lovely  evening  at  the  end  of  July  Mrs. 
Brownlow  entered  lier  husband's  study : 

^'  Bertie  and  Miss  Crayston  have  come  to  say 
good-bye  ;  they  leave  to-morrow  morning  :  "  she 
said.  "  I  have  persuaded  them  to  stay  this  even- 
ing ;  so  please,  Jack,  put  away  those  papers,  and 
come  out  into  the  garden  and  talk  to  them." 

Mr.  Brownlow  turned  over  some  pages  of  a 
manuscript  with  which  he  was  occupied,  and 
replied : 

"  I'll  do  my  very  best,  my  dear  ;  but  I  cannot 
possibly  get  away  for  half-an-hour.  Is  Nicholl 
in  the  garden  ?  " 

"No;  Mary  says  he  is  very  busy,  and  she 
doesn't  like  to  interrupt  him.  I  thought  I  might 
as  well  kill  two  birds  with  one  stone,  so  I  said  I 
would  interrupt  you  both." 


62  THE  LADY  EESIDENT.  [chap. 

"  It  certainly  is  an  economy  of  labour  and  of 
force.  Ask  Nicholl  to  look  in  on  his  way  to  the 
garden,  and  we  will  join  you  together.  Are  the 
ladies  alone  ? " 

*'  You  are  but  an  unobservant  male  creature, 
Jack,  after  all.  Don't  you  know  that  wherever 
those  damsels  go  two  or  three  men  are  sure  to 
put  in  an  appearance  in  the  course  of  twenty 
minutes  ? " 

*'  No,  my  dear,"  replied  Mr.  Brownlow.  ''  I 
did  not  know  anything  of  the  kind." 

"  Then  allow  me  to  call  your  attention  to  the 
fact.  But  don't  sit  and  meditate  upon  it  now. 
Get  on  as  fast  as  you  can  with  your  work,  there's 
a  good  boy.  I  have  come  in  just  to  have  one 
look  at  the  blessed  babe,  and  to  see  that  Mary's 
children  are  in  bed.  1  shall  have  supper  under 
the  trees  for  you.  Mary  says  her  husband  couldn't 
eat  any  dinner,  and  I'm  sure  you  didn't." 

"  The  weather  is  too  hot  for  eating." 

*'  It  won't  be  hot  presently,  and  it's  full  moon 
to-night.  I  have  promised  that  we  will  walk 
home  with  the  two  if  they  stay  with  us." 

"  Is  your  cousin  in  the  garden  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  she  is  telling  Miss  Crayston  about  the 
last  meeting  of  the  committee.  Walmsley  is 
there,  poor  fellow," 
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"Why  ^  poor  fellow'?" 

"  Because  I  don't  believe  a  truly  superior  crea- 
ture would  ever  raarry  a  man  with  red  hair,  and 
such  red  I " 

"  I  don't  believe  Walmsley  is  a  marrying 
man." 

"That's  not  the  difficulty,  John.  We  want  to 
find  a  marrying  woman." 

"  Surely  that  can't  be  impossible." 

"  Oh,  yes,  it  is.  Because  you  see  any  woman 
wouldn't  do.  Now,  the  Lady  Resident  is  just 
the  wife  for  the  Professor ;  but  perhaps  he'll  never 
dream  of  asking  her  to  marry,  and  even  if  he  did 
she  would  say  no." 

"Why?" 

"  I  don't  know.  I  fancy  she's  got  a  history, 
Jack ;  and  perhaps  there's  a  lover  somewhere  in 
India,  or  something  of  that  kind.  And  then 
there  is  Fynes  always  in  the  way  with  his  endless 
arguments.  He  says  that  Positivists  never  pro- 
selytise, and  that  it  is  a  distinguishing  charac- 
teristic of  the  new  religion  to  appeal  to  reason 
only.  But,  upon  my  word,  by  the  time  he  has 
talked  half-an-hour  I  don't  feel  as  if  I  had  got 
any  reason  left.  I  can't  think  how  Miss  Crayston 
gets  on  with  him." 
'  "  Is  he  also  in  the  garden  ? " 
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"  No,  thank  goodness ;  they  never  come  to- 
gether.    They  hate  each  other." 

"  What,  Fynes  and  Walmsley  ?  Why,  they 
are  nearly  always  together  ! " 

"  I  mean  Fynes  and  Mr.  Philip." 

"  Is  le  Mesurier  here  ?  " 

"  No  ;  but  he's  been  seen  on  the  cliff,  and  he's 
sure  to  come.  I  can't  quite  understand  Mr. 
Philip.  He  has  been  in  Minster  for  two  months, 
and  has  certainly  seen  them  both  at  least  once 
every  day  ;  but  I  can't  find  out  which  he  prefers." 

"  You  inveterate  little  match-maker.  We  all 
see  each  other  every  day.  There  is  nothing  new 
in  that." 

"  But  there's  something  very  new  in  this.  Our 
friend  Barbara  is  nearly  out  of  her  senses." 

"  Do  you  mean  Miss  le  Mesurier  ? " 

"Yes.  Lady  Mary  patched  up  a  peace;  but 
depend  upon  it,  if  it  had  not  been  for  her  presence 
in  Minster  friend  Barbara  would  have  taken  very 
severe  measures  with  the  Lady  Kesident." 

"  Come,  come,  my  dear ;  you  are  going  a  little 
too  far." 

"  Do  you  feel.  Jack,  as  if  you  could  go  on  with 
your  work  ? " 

"  Not  at  all." 

"  I  thought   it  would  be  best   to  rouse  you 
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thoroughly  when  I  was  about  it ;  so  please  go 
into  the  garden  whilst  I  attend  to  my  domestic 
duties.  By  the  way,  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that 
Mr.  Tredwen  called  this  afternoon ;  that  is  the 
second  time  this  week  he  has  been  in  Minster." 

"  And  pray,  shall  I  find  him  also  in  the  garden  ?  " 

"  I  have  no  doubt  you  will  when  he  comes  to 
Upton  if  you  give  him  the  slightest  encourage- 
ment. He  says  the  manor-house  is  nearly  ready, 
and  he  expects  to  bring  the  children  in  two  or 
three  weeks'  time." 

"  Nothing  will  give  me  more  pleasure  than  to 
renew  my  acquaintance  with  Oliver  Tredwen," 
said  Mr.  Brownlow,  gravely.  "  When  they  were 
at  Oxford  I  knew  his  brother,  who  is  now  dead, 
very  intimately,  and  have  an  affectionate  remem- 
brance of  him." 

"  John,"  said  Mrs.  Brownlow,  going  up  to  her 
husband  and  looking  him  in  the  face,  "  Mrs. 
Armstrong  says  there  are  ugly  stories  about  Mr. 
Tredwen  and  those  children.  She  asserts  that 
Miss  Kimberley  Finch  once,  in  some  extraordinary 
way,  was  in  the  same  house  with  them,  nursed 
them  through  some  illness,  I  believe,  and  she 
states  positively  that  their  mother  is  alive,  and 
that  she  is  not  Mr.  Tredwen's  wife." 

"  I  should  think  the  source  from  whence  that 
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tale  is  derived  is  enough  to  discredit  it :  "  replied 
Mr.  Brownlow  with  some  warmth.  "Depend 
upon  it,  it  is  entirely  a  fabrication.  Don't  listen 
to  gossip,  my  dear." 

"  Very  w^ell,  John  ;  I  won't :  "  said  Mrs.  Brown- 
low,  as  she  left  the  room. 

Through  the  open  door  and  the  window  beyond 
it,  the  Professor  could  see  figures  moving  in  the 
garden,  and  hear  the  sound  of  voices.  He  looked 
for  a  moment  with  some  hesitation  at  the  examin- 
ation papers  that  covered  his  table,  and  then  he 
hastily  collected  them,  thrust  them  into  a  drawer, 
and  joined  the  ladies  in  the  garden. 

As  he  did  so  he  saw  the  portly  figure  of  Mr. 
Philip  emerge  from  the  wilderness. 

Mr.  Philip  held  a  small  tuft  of  wild  flowers  in 
his  hand  ;  and  when  his  greetings  were  ended  he 
turned  to  Bertie,  saying  : 

"  I  have  brought  some  euphrasia.  Miss  Kaven- 
shaw.     It  is  a  plant  you  ought  to  know." 

"  I  do  know  it  quite  well :  "  exclaimed  Bertie. 
"  It  is  eye-bright,  and  I  am  very  fond  of  it.  I 
have  a  little  brother  who  always  calls  it  bright- 
eyes.  I  did  not  know  it  as  euphrasia  ;  but  if  you 
had  told  me  the  other  day  that  you  were  speak- 
ing of  eye -bright  I  should  have  understood  your 
meaning   better.      There   are   lovely  tufts  of  it 
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growing  in  the  wilderness ;  do  come  and  look  at 
them.  I  took  the  children  with  their  little  bar- 
rows to  dig  some  up  a  month  ago,  and  we  are  all 
proud  of  our  success  in  transplanting." 

Mr.  Philip  followed  Bertie,  talking  as  he  went 
of  the  spiritual  affinities  of  euphrasia. 

Mr.  Brownlow  turned  to  Miss  Crayston,  and 
asked  what  she  thought  of   the  French  examiner. 

"  I  think  he  has  done  very  well :  "  she  replied  ; 
''  but  Mr.  Walmsley  can  tell  you  better  than  I 
can." 

"  Are  the  ladies  satisfied  with  him  ? "  asked 
Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  They  ought  to  be.     He  is  their  own  choice." 

"  I  met  the  managers  at  St.  Mary's  looking 
anxious,"  said  ]\Irs.  Nicholl,  "  after  an  interview 
with  this  unhappy  French  gentleman.  Miss  le 
Mesurier  took  me  on  one  side,  and  confided  to 
me  that  they  were  in  a  very  awkward  predica- 
ment, as  there  were  two  years  of  his  life  of  which 
he  had  not  given  at  all  a  satisf^ictory  account." 

"  What  had  they  been  doing  with  him  ? " 

"Well,  they  seemed  to  think  they  could  not 
take  such  an  important  step  as  to  decide  on  his 
appointment  as  French  examiner  without  a  full 
knowledge  of  his  antecedents.  The  council 
had  left  the  matter  in  their  hands,  and  they  were 
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determined  to  show  that  they  appreciated  their 
responsibilities.  Mrs.  Armstrong  said  he  had 
answered  fully  and  most  satisfactorily  at  first, 
but  that  when  it  came  to  the  two  years  he  had 
spent  in  Germany  they  could  get  nothing  out  of 
him." 

"  Walmsley,  we  live  in  an  age  of  progress  !  " 

"We  do  indeed,  Brownlow." 

"  Well,  Mrs.  NichoU,  how  did  it  end  ? " 

"  I  believe  they  have  asked  him  to  meet  them 
again  to-morrow.  Mrs.  Armstrong  said  they 
must  know  more  about  those  two  years." 

"  Mr.  Fynes  told  me,"  said  Miss  Crayston, 
''  that  he  saw  M.  Laserre  at  the  railway  station 
with  a  carpet-bag,  and  heard  that  he  was  leaving 
by  the  night  train." 

"  Delightful  episode :  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Brown- 
low.  "  At  the  same  time,  Walmsley,  I  must  say  it 
seems  to  me  a  mistake  to  make  any  appointments 
outside  the  college,  or  to  vest  the  decision  with 
regard  to  them  in  any  hands  except  those  of  the 
committee  and  the  council." 

"  Well,  you  see  this  case  is  exceptional :  "  said 
Mr.  Walmsley.  "  There  is  no  professor  of  modern 
languages  at  Minster.  Poor  old  Dupont  is  past 
his  work  as  a  teacher,  and  these  ladies  offered  to 
defray  all  expenses  not  covered  by  the  fees  of  the 


XXL]  IN  THE  MOONLIGHT.  69 

class  if  they  might  appoint  an  examiner  and 
teacher.  Of  course  the  arrangement  is  excep- 
tional, I  might  also  say  tentative.  They  engaged 
Laserre,  a  man  of  some  note,  to  hold  examinations 
and  deliver  three  lectures  on  three  consecutive 
days." 

"  I  was  present  to-day  :  "  said  Mrs.  Xicholl.  "  It 
was  an  open  lecture.  I  could  not  leave  my  little 
Mary  at  home,  so  I  took  her  with  me.  She  was 
very  much  impressed,  and  has  been  practising  all 
the  evenicg." 

"Practising  what?"  asked  Mr.  Walmsley,  "her 
French  verbs  ? " 

"  Not  at  aU.  Tryino-  to  hold  her  handkerchief 
at  arm's  length  before  her  face,  and  spit  into  it 
'  like  the  French  gentleman.'  " 

Mrs.  Brownlow  emerged  from  the  house,  carry- 
ing her  baby.  She  had  found  him  awake,  hot, 
and  restless ;  so  she  threw  a  white  shawl  round 
him  and  took  him  in  her  arms.  A^Tien  she  joined 
her  husband  and  friends  the  sun  had  already  set, 
and  the  moon  was  high  up  in  the  sky.  There 
was  too  much  light  for  the  stars  to  be  visible, 
unless  one  looked  steadily  into  the  deep  blue 
overhead,  and  then  they  might  be  seen  twinkling 
here  and  there.  The  Ijright  colours  were  fading 
from  the  grass  and  trees   and    flowers  :    brown 
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and  gray  took  the  place  of  the  vivid  green,  the 
scarlet,  blue,  and  yellow,  that  made  the  garden 
so  gay  in  the  daylight ;  the  monotone  of  sleep 
fell  on  the  wilderness  and  the  cliff  beyond ;  and 
the  silence  of  night  seemed  to  steal  onward 
towards  the  group  of  friends  under  the  trees. 

The  ladies  drew  together  and  talked  in  whis- 
pers about  the  baby,  who  lay  with  wide-open 
eyes  upon  his  mother's  knees.  Bertie's  white 
dress  gleamed  through  the  bushes.  She  was 
walking  with  Mr.  Philip  ;  his  ponderous  sentences 
fell  upon  her  ears  with  the  roll  and  the  swell  and 
the  lieavy  crash  of  the  great  Atlantic  waves  down 
upon  the  shore.  She  listened  and  replied  in 
monosyllables ;  but  she  listened  to  the  sound 
rather  than  the  sense  of  his  words,  and  was  busy 
with  the  pictures  they  suggested  to  her,  and  not 
with  the  views  he  was  trying  to  explain. 

Mr.  Philip  knew  the  Donaldsons,  who  lived  a 
few  miles  from  Norlands.  He  had  said  that  he 
would  call  when  Bertie  was  at  home  for  the  holi- 
days. She  could  easily  bring  about  that  meeting 
with  Trissy.  Poor  Trissy,  whose  life  had  been  all 
in  the  twilight.  How  good  she  was,  and  how 
happy  she  would  be  with  a  home  of  her  own. 
Mr.  Philip  was  already  interested  in  her.  He 
was  always  willing  to  hear  Bertie  speak  of  this 
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dear  friend,  and  had  expressed  a  warm  desire 
to  make  her  acquaintance.  From  Trissy  her 
thoughts  turned  to  those  at  home.  They  would 
be  thinking  of  her  on  that  night  as  she  of 
them.  She  had  been  away  for  nearly  seven 
months.  It  would  be  too  delightful  to  see  them 
all  again,  to  hear  the  children  at  their  play,  to 
find  her  father  in  that  dear  familiar  corner,  to 
visit  the  cows  with  Molly,  and  go  with  her  to  see 
the  foals  and  colts  ;  they  would  stretch  our  their 
long  necks  and  sniff  timidly.  She  could  feel  the 
soft  tremulous  lips  which  seem  to  flutter  about 
one's  hand  and  dress.  Molly  would  certainly  make 
her  rise  before  six  on  the  first  morniog,  so  that 
she  might  see  all  the  favourites  before  breakfast. 
More  than  half  of  the  year  her  father  had  pro- 
mised was  at  an  end.  Would  he  exact  her 
return  to  Norlands  at  the  end  of  it !  Would 
her  mother  !  She  felt  a  momentary  uneasiness, 
and  then  the  sweet  peace  and  beauty  of  the  night 
reassured  her.  Everything  was  good  and  beauti- 
ful, and  "  God  is  in  Heaven,"  she  thought,  look- 
ing up.  This  was  the  form  of  words  which 
embodied  her  faith  and  hope.  God  near  her 
and  above  her,  as  surely  present  as  the  heavens 
above ;  not  upon  the  noisy,  busy  earth,  but  in 
the    pure    serene    altitudes,   judging    all    things 
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wisely,  deciding  all  things  for  the  best.  "  God 
is  in  Heaven,"  she  thought,  as  she  drew  a  deep 
breath,  half  of  relief,  half  pleasure. 

Mr.  Philip  also  was  very  happy  as  he  paced 
up  and  down  the  lovers'  walk  with  Bertie.  The 
heavens  and  tJie  earth,  the  night,  the  stars,  and 
the  beautiful  maiden  by  his  side,  were  an  image 
and  an  allegory.  He  translated  them  into  words 
of  deep  and  mystical  meaning,  and  the  words 
were  symbols  of  the  great  underlying  spiritual 
facts  that  are  the  foundation  of  all  things. 
Bertie's  monosyllables,  the  rapt  expression  of  her 
face  as  she  looked  up  each  time  that  they  turned 
and  the  moonlight  fell  upon  her,  the  gentle  mea- 
sured pace,  and  the  soft  hush  of  her  garments  as 
they  swept  the  grass,  all  these  things  helped  to 
make  him  eloquent.  Thought,  and  words  meet  for 
the  expression  of  thought,  never  failed  him  ;  but 
on  this  night  he  was  conscious  that  he  had 
reached  a  his/her  level  than  his  wont,  thanks  to 
the  sweet  companion  by  his  side. 

His  deef)  incessant  voice  fell  like  the  murmur 
of  waves  upon  the  ears  of  the  friends,  sitting 
silent  under  the  trees,  and  was  broken  only  by 
the  sharp  chirp  of  the  cricket,  or  the  distant 
barking  of  a  dog. 

Mr.  Nicholl  had  joined  the  group,  and  after  a 
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few  words  of  greeting  they  had  all  lapsed  into 
silence.  The  ladies  no  longer  talked  of  the  boy. 
Their  thoughts  were  with  the  events  of  the  day ; 
that  final  meetinof  of  the  ladies'  committee,  the 
ill-concealed  disajDpointment  of  the  managers, 
the  hard- won  triumph  of  Lady  Mary,  who  had 
surprised  them  all  by  her  appearance  at  the 
meeting. 

If  it  had  not  been  for  Lady  Mary's  unexpected 
presence  this  would  have  been  the  last  evening 
Miss  Crayston  would  have  passed  with  them.  A 
long  letter  from  Miss  Kimberley  Finch,  the 
summing-up  of  many  minute  grievances  into 
one  gigantic  wrong,  and  the  vehement  and  bitter 
denunciations  of  Miss  le  Mesurier  with  regard  to 
the  course  taken  by  Miss  Crayston  and  Bertie  at 
the  time  of  Nora  Stewart's  death,  had  caused 
Mrs.  Milner  to  waver,  and  convinced  Miss 
Graham  and  another  lady  that  they  mast  leave 
the  decision  as  to  the  Lady  Eesident's  return  in 
October  in  the  hands  of  the  managers.  Every 
one  thought  this  matter  had  been  decided 
two  months  previously,  when  Lady  Mary  first 
came  back  to  Minster.  The  pertinacity  of  the 
managers  in  returning  to  the  charge,  the  resolu- 
tion they  had  expressed  not  to  submit  to  an 
adverse  decision  on  any  point  which  they  held  to 
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be  important,  might  well  alarm  Miss  Crayston's 
friends  as  to  the  security  of  her  position  at  St. 
Mary  s.  As  the  moonlight  fell  upon  the  Lady 
Eesident's  clear,  pale  face  Mrs.  Brownlow  recalled 
her  first  rapture  at  the  sight  of  beauty,  with 
which  she  was  now  familiar.  Miss  Crayston  had 
declined  to  take  part  in  theatrical  performances ; 
she  had  not  been  prominent  in  any  entertainment ; 
she  never  played  or  sang  in  public,  though  she 
did  both  well,  and  she  talked  little.  And  yet 
the  liady  Resident  was  an  acknowledged  power 
in  Minster.  When  she  looked  up  at  a  Professor 
and  asked  him  to  do  a  thing  for  her,  he  did  it ; 
when  she  saw  that  any  change  was  necessary  in 
a  class,  or  the  arrangement  of  it,  every  one 
agreed  with  her ;  when  she  entered  a  room  the 
occupants  were  conscious  of  a  gentle,  gracious 
influence,  strong,  and  yet  sweet,  with  the  strength 
that  came  from  a  true,  noble,  unselfish  nature. 
Mrs.  Brownlow  asked  herself  what  Minster 
would  be  without  the  lovely  lady,  as  she  called 
her,  and  looking  at  her  cousin,  Mrs.  Nicholl, 
she  saw  the  same  trouble  shining  through  her 
eyes. 

Mr.  Nicholl,  Mr.  Brownlow,  and  Mr.  Walmsley 
had  also  become  silent.  A  few  angry  words 
from   Mr.  Nicholl,  who   was   hot-tempered  and 
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free  of  speech,  had  been  hushed  by  his  com- 
panions. All  three  were  now  thinking  of  St. 
Mary's  college,  of  the  troubled  and  troublous 
meetings  of  the  council ;  of  the  endless  talk  of 
inspection,  examination,  visitors  to  the  classes, 
povei-ty,  funds,  debt,  the  power  of  the  managers, 
and  their  resolution  to  push  it  to  the  uttermost. 
The  professors  were  not  unanimous.  Fynes  w^as 
not  reliable.  It  had  become  necessary  to  count 
votes,  and  ascertain  who  would  attend,  before 
measures  of  importance  were  brought  forward. 
The  work  that  had  been  ushered  in  with  flowery 
words  and  willing  deeds  was  beginning  to  grow 
distasteful,  and  there  was  one  name  seldom 
absent  from  the  lips  of  the  managers,  a  name 
potent  in  gloomy  suggestions,  and  able  to  darken 
every  brow.  It  was  the  name  of  Miss  Kimberley 
Finch. 

The  professors  knew  that  they  had  now  escaped 
from  Miss  Kimberlev  Finch  for  a  time.  The 
long  vacation  was  before  them.  By  a  supreme 
effort,  and  thanks  to  Lady  Mary,  they  also  at 
the  council  meeting  had  been  triumphant.  But 
their  success  was,  as  they  acknowledged,  virtually 
a  defeat.  They  had  been  saved  from  subjection 
to  the  managers  by  a  single  vote. 

Miss  Kimberley  Finch  was  alert  and  nimble. 
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In  the  autumn  she  would  be  prepared  for  them. 
Such  a  respite  was  too  short.  But  Professor 
Walmsley  had  no  thoughts  for  the  meeting,  or  for 
Miss  Kimberley  Finch.  He  sat  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  Lady  Eesident.  "Will  she  say 
yes  ? "  he  pondered,  "  or  will  she  say  no  1 " 

As  they  mused,  lights  gleamed  from  the 
houses  near  them,  maids  were  busy  carrying  out 
a  table,  chairs,  a  lamp,  and  arranging  them  on 
the  open  lawn.  There  was  a  clatter  of  plates 
and  glasses,  and  the  sound  of  corks  being 
drawn. 

''Come,"  said  Mrs.  Brownlow,  "  come  to  supper. 
I  wouldn't  have  the  table  under  the  trees  because 
of  grubs  and  caterpillars  ;  besides,  you  can  go  on 
looking  at  the  moon,  all  of  you.  So  please  begin 
at  once." 

"  Here  comes  our  sweet  girl-graduate  in  her 
golden  prime ! "  said  Mr.  Nicholl,  as  Bertie  ad- 
vanced towards  them. 

They  gathered  round  her,  and  as  they  all 
moved  towards  the  table,  dark  forebodings  and 
angry  thoughts  vanished.  Bright,  witty,  and 
merry  was  the  talk  on  all  sides ;  and  when,  after 
supper  was  over,  and  their  ramble  by  the  cliff 
ended,  farewells  were  said  at  the  door  of  St. 
Mary's,  all  apprehensions  had  vanished. 
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"  Next  session  we  shall  meet  again : "  they 
said.  And  Professor  Walmsley  turned  away 
and  sighed,  and  wondered  as  he  walked  home  if 
she  would  have  said  yes  or  no. 
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CHAPTER  XXIT. 

AT    HOME    FOR   THE    HOLIDAYS. 

Mr.  Raven  SHAW  sat  in  the  dining-room  at 
Norlands,  in  his  favourite  chimney-corner.  The 
August  day  was  bright  and  warm,  the  oriel 
window  near  him  was  wide  open ;  but  he  never 
liked  to  be  without  a  fire,  and  logs  of  wood  were 
smouldering  on  the  open  hearth.  He  watched 
his  children  at  play  in  the  garden,  whilst  Mrs. 
Ravenshaw  and  Miss  Crayston  talked. 

A  hammock  was  slung  between  two  oak  trees, 
on  the  further  side  of  a  broad  lawn,  and  Bertie 
was  lying  in  it  stretched  at  full  length.  All  the 
younger  children  had  clustered  round  her,  and 
were  putting  their  respective  pets  into  the  ham- 
mock, as  they  swung  it  gently  backwards  and 
forwards. 

Bertie  had  a  rabbit,  some  guinea  pigs,  two 
tortoises,  and  a  white  mouse,  and  was  warmly 
protesting  against  the  addition  of  Jack  the  hedge- 
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hog.  The  ribbon  that  tied  back  her  hair  had 
fallen  off,  and  her  hair  was  loose  on  her  shoulders. 
The  hedgehog,  she  said,  would  be  sure  to  roll  in 
it. 

"  Bertie,"  said  Ethel,  "  I  will  take  care  of 
your  hair  if  you'll  only  have  Jack.  He  will  be 
so  disappointed  if  he's  not  in  the  fun." 

"  Now,  Ethel,  it's  me  to  take  care  of  Bertie's 
hair.     You  know  I  always  used  to." 

" Maggie,  don't  say  ifs  me"  interposed  Bertie, 
*'  it  isn't  right.     You  must  say.  It  is  I." 

"  Oh,  Bertie,  we  never  used  to  in  play  time, 
and  you  never  told  us  so  before  ! "  protested  all 
the  children. 

"  Well,  but  you  are  all  getting  quite  old  now. 
Why  Frank  w^as  ten  yesterday,  and  I  am  much 
wiser,  so  we  must  try  to  improve  ! " 

"  There'll  be  no  use  in  trying  to  improve  that 
way,"  said  Maggie,  "  for  I  like  ifs  me  much 
better,  don't  you,  Frank  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Frank  ;  "  and  if  anybody  says 
ifs  1 1  shan't  know  what  they  mean.  Fd  change 
to  please  you,  Bertie,"  he  added  ;  "  but  of  course 
it's  no  use  to  say  things  people  don't  under- 
stand." 

Lenny  doubled  his  small  fist,  and  gave  Frank 
a  punch  by  way  of  remonstrance  : 
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"  I  shall  say  whatever  Bertie  tells  me : "  he 
exclaimed. 

"  I  give  in  for  the  present :  "  said  Bertie,  "  but 
we'll  have  it  out  at  the  next  Latin  lesson." 

''  No,  no  :  "  cried  Maggie.  "  It's  English,  it 
isn't  Latin,  and  I  don't  want  any  more  of  that 
horrid  old  Latin.  It  all  comes  of  your  going  to 
college,  Bertie,  for  we  girls  never  had  Latin 
before.  Mr.  Burns  says  it's  not  the  least  use  to 
try  and  teach  girls;  they  never  learn  their  declen- 
sions because  they  are  not  flogged.  It's  nothing 
but  flogging  that  makes  little  boys  learn  Latin 
verbs  and  declensions." 

Said  Bertie  in  order  to  change  the  subject : 
"  Whose  is  this  dear  little  black  rabbit  ?  " 

"  It's  I's,"  promptly  replied  Lenny. 

There  was  a  merry  shout  from  the  children,  and 
Frank  jumped  in  at  one  side  of  the  hammock  and 
rolled  out  at  the  other,  in  an  ecstacy  of  pleasure. 

Lenny,  with  a  bright  red  face,  looked  appeal- 
ingly  to  Bertie. 

"  You  should  have  said  ifs  mine,''  she  responded 
gently  to  the  little  boy,  stretching  out  a  hand 
which  he  took  hold  of. 

"  There  ! "  exclaimed  Frank,  "  I  knew  she 
couldn't  hold  out.  She's  come  round  to  our  side. 
Ih  me,  ifs  mine.     Of  course  that's  right." 
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"  It's  me,  it's  mine  : "  shouted  the  children, 
dancing  round  the  hammock ;  and  then  a  shrill 
little  voice  piped  out,  "  Its  /." 

"  It's  I  and  I's  :  "  they  began  ^'ith  a  laugh. 

"  Its  eyes,  nose,  and  mouth  :"  screamed  Maggie; 
and  they  all  took  up  the  cry  as  they  danced. 
Bertie  laughed  and  stretched  her  hands  out  to 
catch  them  as  they  flitted  past  her.  An  impulsive 
Skye  terrier,  who  had  been  kept  away  from  the 
hammock  for  the  sake  of  peace  and  harmony, 
barked  at  the  heels  of  the  children  as  they  ran. 
He  saw  his  opportunity,  sprang  into  the  hammock, 
stretched  himself  by  Bertie's  side,  and  began  to 
lick  her  face. 

She  jumped  up,  scattering  the  favourites,  and 
exclaiming : 

''  Oh,  Jip,  I  can't  have  it : "  ran  across  the 
lawn. 

'*  The  chilcben  are  very  happy  together :  "  said 
Mr.  Eavenshaw,  who  was  watchins:  them. 

"  Bertie  has  grown  :  "  added  Mrs.  Eavenshaw, 
whose  eyes  followed  this  one  child  in  all  her 
movements.  "  She  is  quite  as  tall  as  Gladys, 
and  I  am  so  glad  to  find  she  hasn't  learnt  to 
stoop." 

"  Why  should  she  learn  to  stoop  ?  "  asked  the 
father. 

VOL.    II.  G 
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''  Girls  very  often  do  at  her  age : "  said  Mrs. 
Ravensliaw  ;  ''  but  Bertie  has  certainly  not  fallen 
off  since  she  left  home.  You  say  she  is  always 
well,  Miss  Crayston  ?  " 

"  Yes  :  "  replied  the  Lady  Eesident ;  ^'  she  has 
perfect  health,  a  very  fine  constitution  I  should 
say.  She  enters  as  thoroughly  and  heartily  into 
her  work  as  her  pleasure ;  indeed  whatever  she 
does  is  pleasure.  I  never  knew  a  girl  who  really 
enjoyed  life  as  she  does,  life  in  all  its  aspects." 

"My  children  all  have  constitutions  without  a 
flaw,  so  the  doctors  tell  me : "  said  Mrs.  Eaven- 
shaw. 

"  My  wife  is  particularly  proud  of  the  children's 
health.  She  has  quite  a  peculiar  and  personal 
satisfaction  in  it." 

"  I  am  sure,"  said  Miss  Crayston,  "  that  Mrs. 
Ravenshaw  may  well  be  proud  of  such  a  family. 
We  all  think  very  much  of  Bertie  in  Minster,  but 
she  is  not  at  all  above  the  home  average.  I 
never  saw  so  many  beautiful  children.  I  really 
can  do  nothing  else  but  watch  them." 

"  The  beauty  of  young  people  depends  on  their 
health :  "  Mrs.  Ravenshaw  asserted  in  an  authori- 
tative manner.  "  If  parents  made  that  the  chief 
object  of  their  consideration  all  children  would 
be  beautiful." 
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"  Don't  you  think  many  parents  do  make 
health  the  chief  consideration  ?  " 

"  Not  in  the  right  way.  They  are  always 
telling  children  to  do  this,  and  not  to  do  that ;  to 
eat  this,  and  not  to  eat  that.  Such  an  education 
is  the  ruin  of  children,  body  and  mind.  They 
ought  to  grow  up  like  flowers  in  a  well-ordered 
garden ;  all  the  responsibility  should  rest  on  the 
gardeners.  Children  are  not  equally  clever,  but 
they  ought  all  to  be  healthy,  and  it  is  the  fault 
of  parents  if  they  are  not." 

"  You  have  got  Mrs.  Ravenshaw  on  her  hobby:" 
said  the  husband  ;  "  but,  my  dear,  who  is  that  at 
the  garden  gate  ?     Isn't  it  Trissy  ?  " 

"  So  it  is : "  exclaimed  the  lady  of  the  house. 
A  few  moments  later  a  small,  very  precise-looking 
person  of  about  five-and-thirty  was  in  her  arms, 
kissino^  her  and  crying: . 

Miss  Trescott  wiped  her  eyes  as  she  turned  to 
shake  hands  with  Mr.  Ravenshaw  : 

"  I  really  did  try  not  to  come  till  my  holidays 
were  over  :  "  she  said,  in  an  apologetic  manner  ; 
"  but  when  I  thouQ;ht  of  Bertie  at  home  ao;ain  it 
was  of  no  use,  so  I  left  Westhampton  by  the  six 
o'clock  train,  and  have  come  just  for  a  week. 
Now  do  you  think  I  am  very  foolish  ? " 

Mr.  Ravenshaw  did  not  reply  to  the  question, 
G  2 
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but  taking  Miss  Trescott's  hand  be  turned  to 
Miss  Crayston,  saying  :  "  This,  Miss  Cray st on,  is 
Ada  Trescott,  tbe  eldest  daughter  of  my  very  old 
friend,  Colonel  Trescott,  who  died  fifteen  years 
ago.  She  was  good  enough  to  come  to  us  then 
to  take  charge  of  the  children,  and  her  peculiarity 
is  that  she  can  never  go  away ;  or  perhaps  I 
ought  to  say,  that  she  can  never  stay  away  from 
us." 

"  I  know  you  so  well  from  Bertie,"  said  Miss 
Crayston,  "  that  I  feel  as  if  we  were  old 
friends." 

"  I  owe  my  name  to  Bertie,"  said  Miss  Tres- 
cott. ''  We  thoug;ht  the  children  ought  not  to 
continue  to  call  me  Ada,  as  I  was  to  be  their 
governess,  so  they  began  calling  me  Miss  Tres- 
cott. Bertie  was  only  three  years  old  at  the 
time,  and  found  the  title  quite  unmanageable. 
She  struck  out  Trissy  for  herself  Everyone  else 
adopted  it,  and  now  I  have  no  other  name." 

"  I  am  delighted  that  you  have  come  to-day :  " 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Ravenshaw.  "  We  are  going  to 
have  a  picnic  in  honour  of  Miss  Crayston  and 
Bertie,  and  we  should  have  been  lost  without 
you.  Will  you  go  to  Bertie  on  the  lawn  whilst 
I  make  the  arrangements;  and,  my  dear,"  turning 
to  Mr.  Ravenshaw,  "  will  you  tell  Miss  Crayston 
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about  the  visit  we  received  last  week  from  that 
very  peculiar  person.     What  was  her  name  ? " 

'Oliss  Kimberley  Finch.  Do  you  know  her  ?  " 
he  asked  of  Miss  Crayston,  as  his  wife  and  Miss 
Trescott  left  the  room. 

"  By  name  only." 

*'  She  spoke  as  if  she  was  familiar  with  every- 
body and  everything  at  Minster." 

"She  corresponds  with  ladies  who  live  there." 

"  Really  !     Is  that  aU  ?  " 

Mr.  Ravenshaw  was  silent  for  a  few  minutes. 
Then  he  said  : 

"  Perhaps  my  wife  is  right.  You  may  have 
been  surprised  that  we  asked  you  to  change  the 
date  of  vour  visit  from  the  end  to  the  beg^inningr 
of  the  holidays,  and  we  owe  you  an  explanation. 
I  must  assure  you,  first  of  all,  that  neither  my 
wife  nor  I  attach  the  slightest  importance  to 
anything  that  lady  said.  We  are  not  in  the 
habit  of  distrusting  our  children,  or  those  to 
whom  we  have  confided  them." 

Miss  Crayston  fixed  very  earnest  eyes  on  Mr. 
Ravenshaw.  There  was  a. shadow  of  surprise  and 
even  of  trouble  in  them,  which  he  noticed,  and 
said  with  a  smile  : 

"  ^liss  Kimberley  Finch  came  to  desu^e  us  to 
remove  Bertie  from  your  charge,   and  to   place 


86  THE  LADY  RESIDENT.  [chap. 

her  with  Miss  Flint  in  the  boarding-house  that 
adjoins  St.  Mary's  College/' 

There  was  something  iii  the  manner  in  which 
he  said  this  that  made  Miss  Crayston  laugh;  and 
Mr.  Ravenshaw  laughed  too,  and  proceeded  to 
give  an  account  of  the  visit. 

It  appeared  that  about  noon  of  a  day  some 
weeks  before,  a  cab  from  the  railway  station, 
three  miles  off,  drove  up  to  the  door.  There 
was  a  lady  in  the  cab,  who  wore  a  small,  dark 
flat  bonnet.  Ethel,  who  saw  her  arrive,  was  sure 
she  had  taken  off  this  bonnet  during  her  journey 
and  sat  on  it.  Gladys  thought  it  would  not  have 
been  in  any  way  affected  by  such  a  proceeding. 
She  had  on  a  grey  woollen  shawl  pinned  high 
around  her  throat,  and  a  dress  of  some  brown 
and  black  mixture.  There  was  rather  a  battered 
and  disreputable  look  about  her,  which  was  in- 
creased by  a  certain  redness  of  nose,  general 
blotchiness  of  complexion,  and  a  fishy  dimness  of 
eye  which  even  spectacles  could  not  brig^hten. 
She  explained  that  she  was  on  a  visit  to  the 
Johnstones,  friends  of  the  Eavenshaws,  living  at 
Easthall,  a  town  some  twenty  miles  away,  and 
that  at  their  suggestion  she  had  come  to  tell  them 
about  their  daughter  at  St.  Mary's.  She  did  not 
add  that  the  Johnstones  had  said  any  one  could 
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stay  at  the  Eavenshaw's  by  merely  taking  a 
portmanteau  and  driving  there  in  a  cab.  But 
she  had  brought  the  portmanteau,  and  told  the 
cabman  not  to  wait. 

Now  it  was  one  of  Mrs.  Ravenshaw's  peculiar- 
ities to  dislike  any  one  with  a  bad  complexion. 

She  received  Miss  Kimberley  Finch,  therefore, 
with  some  distrust,  and  taking  the  card  that  lady 
had  sent  in,  she  left  her  sitting  at  the  window  in 
the  dinino^-room,  and  advanced  to  her  husband  in 
his  corner. 

"  Drink : "  she  murmured,  as  she  showed  him 
the  card. 

"Bad  digestion  :  "  he  made  reply,  in  a  low  tone. 

He  advanced  to  their  visitor,  and  as  they 
talked  too^ether  Mrs.  Ravenshaw  scanned  Miss 
Kimberley  Finch  with  growing  dissatisfaction. 
She  did  not  like  a  woman  to  be  untidy,  to  give 
the  general  effect  of  slovenliness,  if  not  of  dirt. 
She  was  sure  that  her  worst  appreliensions  would 
be  realised.  Bertie  would  forget  to  wash  her 
hair,  and  that  very  fine  soft  hair  wants  a  great 
deal  of  care.  It  looks  like  floss  silk  when  it  is 
attended  to,  but  it  needs  attention.  Then  the 
collar  and  cuffs.  "  Dear,  dear  !  "  she  thought, 
"  how  can  a  woman  be  so  untidy  !  " 

She  was  roused  from  her  scrutiny  by  noticing 
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that  her  husband  was  making  short  incisive 
remarks.  What  were  they  talking  about?  Boys 
fighting,  and  some  one  who  watched  them  and 
gave  them  money.  Then  it  was  of  a  figure 
dressed  up  to  make  fun  of  some  authorities ;  and 
somebody  else  who  was  punished  whilst  Miss 
Ravenshaw  went  free.  W/w  was  it  that  was 
dead  ?  and  what  had  Bertie  to  do  with  crosses 
and  white  flowers  ?  What  Miss  Ravenshaw  could 
it  be  ?  and  who  was  it  that  stayed  alone  in  a 
class-room  with  the  professors  ? 

Mr.  Ravenshaw  rose. 

''  I  wish  you  good  morning,  ma'am  :  "  he  said  ; 
"  I  am  going  out."     And  he  left  the  room. 

Mrs.  Ravenshaw,  with  hot,  angry  colour  mount- 
ing to  her  brows,  was  left  with  a  woman  who  at 
once  assumed  a  tone  of  superiority,  and  spoke  as 
if  she  was  going  off  to  Minster  to  remove  Bertie 
from  Miss  Crayston's  care.  The  mother  did  not 
trouble  herself  to  ask  any  questions  as  to  the 
tales  that  had  been  repeated.  She  was  too  angry 
for  that,  and  she  was  conscious  that  in  anger  she 
was  apt  to  be  intemperate.  She  would  say 
nothing  that  this  bitter-tongued  woman  could 
use  against  her  and  her  child ;  but  if  she  would 
only  go  ! 

Miss  Kimberley  Finch  began  to  see  that  the 
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lady  before  her  ought  to  be  mollified,  so  she 
changed  her  tone.  She  had  heard  of  Mrs. 
Eavenshaw's  large  family ;  had  no  doubt  there 
were  other  daughters  who  might  be  placed  under 
the  charge  of  Miss  Flint,  and  would  like  to  see 
them. 

*'My  children  are  never  interrupted  in  their 
work  :  "  said  Mrs.  Ravenshaw,  coldly. 

Miss  Kimberley  Finch  said  she  was  in  no  hurry, 
she  could  wait.  She  had  been  thinkingr  of  the 
elder  daughters.  Mrs.  Ravenshaw  divined  her 
intentions,  and  asked  by  what  train  she  proposed 
to  return  to  Easthall.  Miss  Kimberley  Finch  did 
not  know. 

Mrs.  Ravenshaw  left  the  room,  and  as  she 
passed  the  hall  door  saw  the  cabman  leisurely 
driving  away.  It  was  the  work  of  a  moment  to 
have  him  recalled  and  sent  to  her. 

"  The  lady,"  he  said,  in  reply  to  her  question, 
if  he  was  going  away,  "had  told  him  not  to 
wait." 

''  How  soon  is  there  a  train  for  Easthall  ? " 
asked  Mrs.  Ravenshaw. 

"  There'll  be  time  enough,"  replied  the  driver, 
*'if  she  leaves  here  in  twenty  minutes." 

"  Then  you  will  wait.  Take  up  that  port- 
manteau.    She  is  going  back  with  you." 
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'^  There  are  twenty  minutes  to  spare,"  said 
Mrs.  Kavenshaw,  returning  to  the  dining-room, 
"and  I  have  ordered  some  sherry  and  sandwiches, 
which  I  hope  you  will  take.  I  must  ask  you  to 
excuse  me,  as  this  is  a  very  busy  morning." 

And  so  saying  she  also  left  the  room,  and  left 
an  angry  woman,  who  called  her  a  "  vulgar  up- 
start," when  she  returned  to  Easthara,  and  wrote 
twenty  pages  of  virulent  advice  to  the  managers 
of  St.  Mary's. 

The  Eavenshaws  did  not  know  this.  Indeed, 
they  had  quite  failed  to  discover  that  their  visitor 
was  a  superior  person.  "  No  doubt,"  they 
thought,  "  this  Miss  Flint  who  keeps  the  board- 
ing-house is  related  to  her,  and  she  wants  to  get 
boarders  for  her."  Nevertheless,  they  resolved  to 
see  Miss  Crayston  as  soon  as  possible.  The  sight 
of  her  had  reassured  them,  and  still  more  de- 
lightful had  been  the  sight  of  Bertie.  The  father 
sat  and  watched  his  child  all  the  first  evening ; 
with  her  lovely  eyes  and  hair,  her  slender,  grace- 
ful form  and  low,  clear  voice,  she  was  all  that  he 
best  loved  to  see. 

"  She  will  run  Gladys  very  close  in  good 
looks :  "  said  he  to  his  wife. 

"  She  certainly  is  improved  in  appearance,  but 
most  of  all  in  manner." 
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"I  think  we  might  send  Molly  to  Minster  in 
the  autumn  :  "  said  the  father. 

"  Molly  has  no  head  for  study.  She  reads 
nothing  but  novels." 

"  I  should  say,"  replied  Mr.  Ravenshaw,  ''  that 
a  woman  has  a  very  good  head  for  study  if  she 
can  read  the  modern  treatises  on  love-making, 
which  are  in  as  many  volumes  as  the  Decline  and 
Fall." 
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CHAPTEK  XXIIL 

THE     DECLAEATION. 

"  Such  a  fat  letter  for  Bertie  :  "  said  Lenny, 
who  was  walking  round  the  breakfast  table  to 
dispense  letters  that  had  come  in  by  the  early 
post. 

"  Let  me  see  ! "  exclaimed  Maggie,  who  accom- 
panied him.  ''  Oh,  Bertie,  the  writing  is  like 
the  skeleton  men  that  Ethel  draws,  with  long, 
long  legs  and  arms,  and  no  bodies." 

"Look,  papa,  isn't  it  funny!  and  Bertie  is 
spelt  with  a  y  that  goes  right  down  to  the 
bottom  of  the  page,  and  stops  there  with  a  club 
foot." 

"  Bring  my  letter  to  me,  Lenny :  "  said  Bertie, 
"it  is  from  Mr.  Philip  ; "  and  she  turned  with  a 
bright  look  to  her  father.  "  I  am  sure  it  is  to 
say  that  he  is  coming,  and  I  do  hope  he  will 
come  soon." 
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Bertie  had  been  at  home  a  week,  and  during 
that  time  had  told  her  father  so  much  about  Mr. 
Philip  that  he  had  his  own  suspicions  with 
regard  to  that  gentleman's  views.  She  had  also 
hinted  at  her  plan  with  regard  to  Trissy,  at  which 
the  father  had  laughed. 

'*  There's  a  great,  large  seal,  Bertie ;  and  please, 
will  you  give  it  to  me :  "  said  Lenny,  who  still 
kept  the  letter  in  his  hand ;  "  and  may  I  fetch 
a  pair  of  scissors,  and  then  you  can  cut  it  out 
without  breaking  it." 

"  I  will  tear  it  very  carefully,  darling,  and  you 
shall  have  the  seal  ;  but  bring  the  letter  to  me  at 
once,  for  I  want  to  see  if  Mr.  Philip  is  coming 
before  Trissy  goes  back  to  Westhampton.  I  do 
so  want  you  to  see  him,  dear  Trissy." 

The  lady  addressed  said  she  should  like  to  see 
Mr.  Philip,  as  every  one  at  Norlands,  following 
the  example  of  every  one  at  Minster,  called  Philip 
le  Mesurier,  but  she  doubted  whether  she  should 
understand  him.  He  seemed  to  talk  on  such 
very  difficult  subjects. 

Bertie  smiled  upon  her,  and  paused  in  the 
opening  of  her  letter  : 

''Yes,  I  am  quite  sure  you  will  understand 
him.     I  have  always  thought  so." 

She  withdrew  several  sheets  from  the  envelope ; 
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they  were  covered  closely  with  characters  that 
looked  like  hieroglyphics. 

"  Four  sheets ;  sixteen  pages  !  "  exclaimed 
Maggie,  who  was  standing  at  Bertie's  right  hand, 
whilst  Lenny  was  at  her  left.  "  My  dear  Miss 
Berty,"  said  Maggie.  "  And  there's  that  y 
again  ! '' 

"  Come  to  your^  seats,  Lenny  and  Maggie  ;  or 
if  you  have  finished  breakfast  you  may  go  into 
the  garden  :  "  said  Mrs.  Eavenshaw. 

The  children  retreated  quietly  and  stood  in 
front  of  their  chairs  at  the  table,  watching  their 
sister. 

Bertie  began  to  read  with  eager  pleasure ;  but 
as  she  turned  the  first  page  her  colour  deepened, 
and  she  looked  across  the  table  at  her  father  with 
trouble  in  her  eyes.  He  divined  the  cause,  but 
saw  no  remedy,  and  therefore  took  up  his  coffee- 
cup  and  appeared  to  drink. 

The  mother,  observant  from  the  first,  came  to 
the  rescue.  She  gathered  together  several  news- 
papers and  letters  which  she  had  opened,  and 
holding  them  out,  said  :  "  Bertie,  take  these 
papers  to  your  father's  seat  in  the  garden." 

"  Mayn't  I  ? "  asked  Maggie. 

"  You  wHll  stay  where  you  are  : "  replied  the 
mother. 
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Lenny  drew  down  his  upper  lip  as  he  watched 
Bertie,  and  doubled  his  little  fist.  AYhen  she 
rose  and  left  the  room  he  struck  the  talkie  and 
exclaimed  :  "  Naughty  man  !  " 

"  Don't  be  so  foolish,  Lenny.  There's  notbing 
to  cry  about :  "  said  Maggie.  "  He  isn't  a  naughty 
man.     It's  Mr.  Philip  !  " 

All  the  young  children  were  puzzled.  Some- 
thing had  happened  to  Bertie.  The  grown-up 
ones  evidently  knew  what  it  was ;  but  what  could 
it  be  !  It  couldn't  be  anybody  dead,  for  there 
was  no  black  on  the  letter.  No  one  moved  from 
the  table,  and  Bertie  had  been  sent  away. 

After  what  seemed  a  very  long  time  Mrs. 
Ravenshaw  said  to  her  husband  : 

"  Are  you  going  into  the  garden  ?  " 

"Yes;  I  think  I  will." 

He  coughed  and  cleared  his  throat  in  a  some- 
what unnecessarily  loud  manner. 

'•'  If  the  child  does  not  want  to  see  me  just  yet 
she  can  run  away  :  "  he  thought. 

But  Bertie,  in  her  white  gown  with  blue  ribbons, 
was  sitting  under  the  tree,  and  the  open  letter 
was  in  her  hand. 

"  I  am  so  glad  you  have  come,  father  dear.  I 
want  to  show  you  this  letter  :"  she  said,  holding 
it  out. 
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Mr.  Raven shaw  took  it,  and  noticed  as  he  did 
so  that  his  daughter  was  pale,  and  there  was  a 
troubled  look  in  her  eyes. 

He  sat  down  and  began  to  read.  Bertie 
watched  him  closely.  He  read  on  and  on  in 
silence,  and  remained  silent  when  it  was  finished. 
.     "  Well,  father  1 " 

"  Well,  child  !  " 

"  Do  tell  me  what  you  think,  father  dear." 

"  I  think,  my  love,  that  I  shall  be  very  much 
obliged  if  you  will  fetch  me  a  book  from  the 
library." 

Bertie  looked  extremely  disappointed,  but  she 
said  as  cheerfully  as  she  could : 

^' Of  course  I  will." 

"  You  will  .find  it,"  resumed  her  father,  "  to 
the  right  of  the  door,  on  the  fifth  shelf.  No  ;  it 
is  quite  at  the  top,  third  or  fourth  from  the 
corner,  a  small  shabby  book,  entitled.  The  Writings 
of  Jacob  BolimeT 

"  Now,  father,  dear,  do  you  really  want  it  ? " 

"  I  think,  my  love,  I  must  read  two  or  three 
chapters  to  enable  me  to  find  out  what  this  man 
means.  And  whilst  you  are  about  it,  you  may 
as  well  bring  the  Beauties  of  Swedenhorg  from 
the  same  shelf." 

"  I  shan't  do  anything  of  the  kind : "  she  laughed, 
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kneeling  at  her  father's  side.  "And  you  do  know 
very  well/'  and  her  head  drooped,  "  that  he  has 
asked  me  to  marry  him." 

"  Then  you  really  must  stand  a  little  way  off, 
or  walk  up  and  down  the  lawn.  I  have  got  to 
correct  all  my  notions  about  you  and  other 
things  also,  and  I  can't  do  it  whilst  you  are 
here." 

"  But,  father  dear,  I  don't  want  you  to  correct 
any  of  the  old  notions.  This  is  all  a  mistake.  I 
shall  soon  make  it  right  with  ]Mr.  Philip.  You 
see  it  is  not  like  an  ordinary,  foolish,  love- 
letter." 

"  Not  at  all :  "  replied  the  father. 

**  And — and — I  think  it's  a  very  great  honour 
to  receive  such  a  letter ;  and  if  I  wished  ever  to 
marry  I  would  rather  marry  Mr.  Philip  than 
anybody  I  know.  But  you  see  I  don't  mtend 
to  marry." 

"May  I  ask  why?" 

"  Well,  father  dear,  you  know  there  are  too 
many  women  in  the  world.  You  have  often  said 
so.  They  can't  all  marry ;  and  I  think  those 
who  have  got  occupations  and  interests  ou^/it  to 
remain  single,  and  let  the  others  marry.  If  un- 
married women  were  only  sensible  there  are 
hundreds  of  ways  in  which  they  might  be  quite 
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as  useful  and  quite  as  happy  as  if  they  were 
married." 

"  I  quite  agree  with  you  : "  said  the  father,  much 
relieved  to  find  that  there  was  no  immediate 
prospect  of  such  an  embarrassing  addition  as 
Mr.  Philip  to  his  family  circle. 

"The  only  thing,"  said  Bertie,  after  a  pause, 
'*  at  least  one  thing,  is,  that  I  am  not  sure  when  a 
man  like  Mr.  Philip  wants  to  marry  a  woman 
whether  she  ought  to  say  no." 

"  I  have  no  hesitation  on  that  point :  "  replied 
the  father,  "  and  I  will  never  give  my  consent  to 
the  marriage  of  any  daughter  of  mine  unless 
affection  and  esteem  go  hand-in-hand  together. 
One  is  as  essential  as  the  other." 

"  But,  father,  I  don't  want  to  marry  Mr. 
Philip.  I  would  ever  so  much  rather  not  marry 
him.  I  am  afraid  you  don't  understand  me. 
You  see  I  like  him  so  very  much,  and  I  am  so 
sorry  that  he  should  ask  anything  that  I  have  to 
refuse ;  and  so  it  seems  as  if  perhaps  it  could  not 
be  right  to  refuse." 

"  I  don't  follow  your  reasoning,  but  I  am 
sure  it  is  right  to  refuse.  Here  comes  your 
mother.     You  can  run  away  if  you  like.'' 

"  Oh,  thank  you,  dear  father.  Here  is  the 
letter." 
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Bertie  passed  lier  mother  with  a  bright  blush, 
and  Mrs.  Ravenshaw,  advancing,  received  the 
letter  and  sat  down  to  peruse  it.  She  read  two 
or  three  pages,  and  then  looking  up,  said  : 

''  I  never  was  more  mistaken  in  my  whole  life. 
I  thought  it  was  a  proposal.  I  can't  read  all 
this  rigmarole,  and  I  don't  understand  anything 
except  that  the  man  is  coming  this  morning ;  but 
what  is  he  coming  for  ?  " 

Mr.  Ravenshaw  did  not  give  an  exact  reply. 
He  said  :  "  There  is  a  draught  somewhere,  and  I 
always  feel  it  in  this  part  of  the  garden  ;  if  you 
will  come  in-doors  to  my  chimney-corner  we  will 
talk  the  matter  over." 

An  hour  later  Mrs.  Ravenshaw  said  with  a 
sigh  of  relief;  "  Well,  that  is  all  settled.  He 
shall  see  Bertie  first,  as  soon  as  he  arrives.  Of 
course  he  may  be  a  very  good  man  and  a  rich 
man,  as  Miss  Crayston  tells  me ;  but  he  is  fifteen 
years  older  than  Bertie,  and  his  mind  is  a  myth. 
I  have  only  one  request  to  make,  Mr.  Ravenshaw, 
and  it  is,  that  you  don't  leave  the  talking  to 
me  when  Mr.  le  Mesurier  comes." 

*'  My  dear,  I  very  seldom  do  leave  it  to  you  ; 
you  generally  take  it." 

Mrs.  Ravenshaw  did  not  answer.  She  referred 
to  Mr.  Philip's  letter  which  she  still  held. 

H  2 
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"  What  do  you  think  he  means  by  '  the  high 
forum  of  inter-communication'  ?  "  she  asked 

"The  heart,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Oh.  And  what  is  this  about  the  right- 
ventricle  being  played  upon  by  friendly  emotions, 
and  the  left  auricle  introducing  the  similitude  of 
love  proper  to  the  blood  ? " 

"  It  all  means  the  same  thing  ;  the  heart." 

*'  1  am  glad  at  any  rate  that  he  does  recognise 
the  existence  of  the  heart : "  said  Mrs.  Raven- 
shaw. 

"  He  does  nothing  else  but  reiterate  it  in  one 
form  or  another ;  and,  you  see,  he  says  when  he 
comes  this  morning  he  intends  to  trace  the  prin- 
ciple of  the  heart  in  other  spheres." 

"  Poor  Bertie  :  "  exclaimed  the  mother  ;  "  she 
shall  have  a  glass  of  milk  and  some  seed-cake  at 
eleven." 

Being  thus  fortified  Bertie  received  her  lover  at 
high  noon.  She  asked  to  see  him  in  the  garden. 
The  sky  was  w^hite  with  heat,  and  the  sunlight 
had  driven  the  shadow  of  the  trees  back  from 
all  parts  of  the  lawn.  As  Mr.  Philip  crossed  the 
grass  he  took  off  his  hat  and  wiped  his  head  and 
face  with  a  large  white  handkerchief;  then  he 
advanced  to  Bertie,  and  took  her  hand  in  his 
large  grasp. 
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"Where  the  hand  doses/'  he  said,  ''it  has  a 
desire  to  possess,  and  the  grasp  is  proportioned  to 
the  object." 

Bertie  smiled.  She  remembered  thinking  that 
Mr.  Philip  took  a  hand  as  if  he  intended  to  put 
it  in  his  pocket.  This  very  frank  smile  some- 
what troubled  Mr.  Philip.  It  was  the  smile  of 
the  girl  he  had  left  in  the  garden  at  Minster,  and 
not  quite  what  he  had  expected  after  his  letter. 

'•  Have  you  had  my  letter  V  he  asked. 

"  Yes : "  replied  Bertie,  and  this  time  she 
blushed. 

With  the  feminine  instinct  to  postpone  a  diffi- 
culty she  added  : 

*'  So  much  that  you  say  about  the  heart  is  new 
to  me  that  I  cannot  understand  it.  \^^at  do 
you  mean  by  speaking  of  it  as  quadrumanous  ?" 

"  It  is  a  symbol,  an  analogy.  The  heart,  as  I 
have  told  you,  grasps  at  the  blood,  clutches  at 
the  passing  life-stream,  about  eighty  times  every 
minute.  The  two  auricles  and  two  ventricles  are 
store-rooms  and  pleasure-chambers  where,  in 
the  house  of  the  heart,  the  blood  is  received. 
The  fire  of  natural  afiection  glows  within  this 
house  and  plays  upon  its  inhabitants.  The 
elders  behold  their  posterity  about  them,  and 
here,  at  the  very  origin  of  life,  we  discover  the 
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co-existence  of  conjugal  and  parental  ties,  and 
enter  into  those  broad  and  spacious  relations  of 
which  marriage  is  the  symphony  of  inauguration." 

Bertie  winced  at  the  emphasis  which  Mr. 
Philip  laid  upon  the  word  "  marriage/'  and, 
hoping  to  postpone  the  evil  hour,  she  said : 

"  I  suppose  the  heart  always  draws  us  toward 
earth  and  the  things  of  earth.'' 

''  Old  anatomists  used  to  say  that  the  heart  is 
the  animal  that  is  in  the  animal : "  replied  Mr. 
Philip  gravely,  as  he  took  off  his  spectacles  and 
wiped  them.  "  It  has,  as  I  have  told  you,  a 
great  arterial  curve  which  attaches  it  to  the 
earth ;  but  it  has  also  a  pulmonic  ring  by  which 
it  is  hooked  to  the  air ;  and  thus  it  belongs  ex- 
clusively neither  to  earth  or  heaven,  but  remains 
central  and  true  to  its  place.  You  must  re- 
member, however.  Miss  Bertie,  that  this  which  I 
have  so  often  described  to  you  is  the  heart  of 
science,  a  hollow  muscle,  four  rooms,  and  nobody 
living  in  them.  Into  these  empty  chambers  love 
must  enter ;  love  which  is  an  active,  central  im- 
pulsion ;  love  which  connects  mankind  with 
human  objects.  Your  lover.  Miss  Bertie,  not 
only  /las  a  heart,  he  is  a  heart  towards  you." 

They  stood  side  by  side  in  the  garden.  Mr. 
Philip  lifted  his  hat  and  once  again  had  recourse 
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to  the  large  white  handkerchief.  Bertie  clasped 
her  hands  and  looked  down. 

She  was  trying  to  nerve  herself  to  speak,  for 
she  knew  that  the  time  had  come  and  could  not 
be  deferred ;  but  before  she  was  able  to  utter  a 
word  Mr.  Philip  resumed  in  his  grave  tones,  look- 
ing away  as  he  spoke  towards  the  distant  horizon  : 

''  Love  is  the  heart  of  the  heart ;  love  is 
spherical,  like  the  heart ;  love  is  based  upon  all 
that  is  magnetic  and  occultly  impulsive,  like  the 
heart ;  love  has  a  constancy  that  belongs  to  no 
will,  but  only  to  nature,  the  fatal  will  of  will.'' 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Philip  ! "  exclaimed  Bertie,  upon 
whom  the  reiteration  of  the  word  love  had  the 
most  depressing  effect.  ''Oh,  Mr.  Philip,  I  do 
not  love  you.'' 

"No,  dear  child,"  he  replied;  "and  I  do  not 
love  you.  Into  the  large  and  empty  chambers  of 
the  heart  we  will  enter  together ;  we  will  take 
possession  of  them  together,  you  and  I,  and  fill 
them  with  those  family  joys  that  know  nothing 
of  time's  weary  limits.  Not  without  grave  and 
anxious  thought  have  I  listened  to  the  inner  voice, 
w^hich  tells  me  that  the  time  has  come  when  I 
must  enter  into  the  realm  of  love  and  claim  my 
rights.  The  heart  within  me  beats  quick  at  the 
apprehension    of  new  bliss,  of  new  life.     Man  s 
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most  external  world  is  woraan,  and  this  world  has 
been  unknown  to  me  and  un desired  until  I  saw 
you.  Since  then  I  have  found  out  what  I  have 
long  suspected,  that  organisations  prepared  to 
receive  a  heart,  material  or  spiritual,  may  main- 
tain life  for  a  time  with  a  defective  heart,  but 
they  never  become  adult.  You  and  I,  Miss 
Bertie,  can  only  attain  our  true  stature  and  full 
development  in  union." 

Bertie  looked  up  at  Mr.  Philip  with  a  pale  and 
troubled  countenance. 

He  took  her  hand  and  said  : 

"  The  lover  tends  to  impinge,  but  the  beloved 
tends  to  yield." 

And  then  Bertie  burst  into  tears,  and  said : 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Philip.  I  want  you  to  marry  some 
one  else." 

Mr.  Philip  dropped  her  hand  and  took  a  step 
backwards. 

"  You  want  me  to  marry  some  one  else  I  "  he 
exclaimed. 

There  was  a  long  pause,  and  he  watched  her 
as  she  cried. 

"And  pray  who  is  it?"  he  asked  at  length, 
coldly. 

"It  is  Trissy,"  sobbed  Bertie,  "it  is  Miss 
Trescott.     She  is  very  good  and  true,  and " 
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"  And  it  is  all  nonsense : "  he  said  ;  but  he 
wasn't  angry. 

Bertie  always  remembered  that  he  hadn't  been 
angry;  he  drew  back  as  if  he  had  received  an 
unexpected  blow,  but  a  few  minutes  afterwards 
he  stood  by  her  side,  smiling  at  her  and  speak- 
ing kindly. 

"  Don  t  cry.  Miss  Bertie,"  he  said.  "  The  tears 
streaming  from  your  eyes  are  messengers  run- 
ning from  a  place  of  fear.  Don  t  let  me  see  that  it 
is  I  who  frighten  you  and  trouble  your  sweet  life." 

"  I  am  not  frightened,"  said  Bertie  ;  "  but  oh, 
Mr.  Philip,  I  am  so  sorry : "  and  the  tears  burst 
forth  afresh. 

"  Don't  cry,  dear  child.  And  yet  I  cannot 
blame  the  plenteous  tears,  for  as  they  fall  a  veil 
of  mist  is  lifted  that  has  hitherto  shrouded  you. 
We  shall  not  be  lovers,  never  lovers,"  he  said  ; 
"  but  you  will  let  me  be  your  friend." 

Bertie  held  out  her  hand.  He  took  it  in 
silence,  and  then  taking  her  left  hand  also,  he 
pressed  them  together  in  both  his  own. 

"Good-bye,"  he  said,  ''we  close  this  page; 
but  others  of  true  and  beautiful  import  may 
open  for  us." 

Bertie's  trembling  lips  tried  to  frame  good- 
bye, but  in  vain. 
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"  I  have  hurt  you  : "  he  added  with  regret. 
"  Forgive  me.  You  will  forgive,  I  know ;  for- 
giveness pertains  to  your  bounteous  youth. 
And  you  will  remember  that  although  I  see  you 
now,  and  perhaps  for  the  first  time,  as  the 
woman  passionately  to  be  desired,  I  see  you  also 
as  the  woman  humbly  to  be  adored.  My  most 
beautiful,  very  true,  tender,  and  noble  lady, 
farewell.  May  you  be  happy  with  all  best, 
highest,  and  most  potent  gifts,  and  have  and 
hold  them  for  long  years  of  life  to  come.  Fare- 
well." 

As  he  spoke  he  knelt  down  and  kissed  her 
hands  before  he  released  them.  Then  he  turned 
away  and  went  out  into  the  sunlight  of  the 
lawn,  and  towards  an  open  window. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kavenshaw  with  some  of  the 
children  were  in  the  drawing-room,  and  the 
windows  towards  the  lawn  were  all  open. 

"  Papa,"  said  Frank,  "  Bertie  said  such  a  good 
thing  last  night.  Charlie  Dawson  was  here,  you 
know,  and  he  hadn't  seen  her  before.  So  he 
asked  if  her  name  was  Bertha,  and  I  said  no, 
it  is  Alberta ;  so  I  told  him  mamma  wanted 
her  to  be  a  boy  and  to  call  her  Albert.  So 
he  said,  your  name  is  not  worthy  of  you.  Miss 
Bertie." 
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"  Papa,  ought  Frank  to  say  '  so '  every  time  he 
speaks,"  asked  Maggie. 

"  You  shall  write  him  out  a  list  of  conj unc- 
tions, my  dear.". 

"  Well,  Frank  ?  " 

"Well,  papa,  and  so  Bertie  stuck  her  head  up, 
you  know  how  she  does  it,  and  said :  '  Then  I 
shall  make  it  worthy,  sir ! '  Now  wasn't  that  a 
good  answer  ? " 

"  Very  ! "  came  emphatically  from  a  gentle- 
man who  had  entered  at  one  of  the  windows. 
"  And  when  you  see  Mr.  Charles  Dawson  again, 
tell  him  that  your  sister's  name  is  Albrecht,  the 
Allbright,  and  it  is  a  very  beautiful  name,  and 
Yery  characteristic." 

The  children   retreated  at   the   sio-ht   of  this 
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grave,  tall  gentleman,  and  he  advanced  to  Mr. 
Eavenshaw. 

"  I  will  not  leave,  sir,"  he  said,  "  without 
expressing  to  you  and  ^Irs.  Eavenshaw  my  entire 
acquiescence  in  your  daughter's  decision.  I 
could  not  hold  her  in  such  high  esteem  as  I  do 
if  it  was  possible  for  me  to  cherish  base  regret, 
or  entertain  unworthy  anger  at  her  loss,  although 
she  might  have  led  me  to  the  very  crown  and 
highest  pinnacle  of  human  bliss." 

"I  am  so  sorry  for  your  disappointment,"  said 
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Mrs.  Ravenshaw ;   "  and  I  trust  my  child  isn't 
to  blame,  and  that  you  won't  mind  it." 

"  I  have  always  protested/'  replied  Mr.  Philip, 
eagerly,  "  against  the  false  theory  that  elevates 
disappointment  into  an  organic  principle.  I  am 
not  disappointed ;  and  from  the  first  moment 
when  I  saw  your  daughter  until  now  she  has 
gone  far  to  realise  my  highest  ideal  of  woman- 
hood." 

Mrs.  Ravenshaw  was  bewildered.  It  occurred 
to  her  that  perhaps,  after  all,  this  was  an  engage- 
ment and  not  a  rejection ;  but  she  saw  her 
mistake,  for  Mr.  Ravenshaw  rose  and  accom- 
panied Mr.  Philip  to  the  door.  The  two  men 
shook  hands  cordially.  "We  must  meet  again 
some  day  :  "  they  said. 

Bertie's  father  returned  to  the  drawing-room. 

''That's  a  fine  fellow,"  he  said,  "in  spite  of 
all  his  crotchets.  And  many  a  woman  might  do 
worse  than  dote  upon  that  ugly  face  of  his." 

"  Mark  my  words,"  replied  Mrs.  Ravenshaw, 
''  if  that  man  had  had  one  arm  or  a  wooden  leg, 
or  some  deformity,  Bertie  would  have  accepted 
him." 

"You  are  putting  forward  a  theory,  my  dear, 
that  is  incapable  of  proof." 

"  No    such    thinof : "    said    Mrs.    Ravenshaw. 


XXIII.]  THE  DECLARATION.  109 

''  But  there  certainly  is  nothing  against  Mr.  le 
Mesurier  except  his  long-winded  sentences,  and 
I  defy  you  to  prove  that  there  is." 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  prove  it.  But  I  think 
that  poor  child  will  have  the  head-ache  if  she 
sits  crying  in  the  hot  garden." 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 


YES    AND    NO. 


Mrs.  Ravenshaw  did  not  adopt  her  husband's 
suggestion.  She  left  her  daughter  to  choose  the 
locality  that  pleased  her  best ;  and  Bertie  con- 
tinued to  sit  under  the  lime-trees  where  Mr. 
Philip  had  made  his  declaration.  Beyond  the 
trees  the  hot  sunlight  danced  upon  the  grass, 
and  there  was  a  quiver  and  ripple  as  of  little 
waves  of  light  and  heat  that  played  upon  the 
distant  shiuing  leaves  of  holly  and  laurel.  All 
around  and  above  was  the  hum  of  insect-life. 
The  limes  were  in  blossom ;  sweet  scent  filled 
the  air ;  bees  innumerable  droned  among  the 
branches ;  the  whirring  of  small  wings  made  an 
undercurrent  of  melody.  Bertie  had  been  too 
much  absorbed  in  her  own  thoughts  to  notice  it  ; 
but  now,  as  she  sat  silent  and  sad,  the  stir  and 
the  life,  the  ceaseless  motion  and  the  music, 
attracted  and  soothed  her. 
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"What  a  beautiful  world  it  is,"  she  thought, 
"  what  a  good  world.  And  if  the  bees  don't  like 
these  lime-trees  they  can  go  to  another  garden." 

That  thought  did  not  make  her  happy.  It 
suggested  Mr.  Philip  on  his  way  to  the  railway 
station ;  and  after  that !  There  would  be  no 
after  that.  She  had  lost  her  friend,  and  she  had 
disappointed  him.  Could  she  have  known,  ought 
she  to  have  divined,  his  views  with  reo^ard  to  her  ! 
She  remembered  that  one  day  Mr.  NichoU  had 
said: 

"  I  don't  know  w^hat  can  be  the  matter  with  le 
Mesurier.  He  is  by  wav  of  constructinor  new 
heavens  and  a  new  earth,  with  special  analogies 
between  them;  but  I  can't  make  out  whether 
this  is  intended  to  meet  a  personal  or  political 
emergency." 

Bertie  recalled  her  surprise  at  this  speech.  She 
had  repeated  it  to  Mr.  Brownlow,  who  explained 
that  le  Mesurier  had  a  grand  way  of  sweeping 
before  him  theories,  arcruments,  facts,  consio^nino- 
them  all  to  perdition  and  destruction,  and  raising 
airy  and  fanciful  structures  in  their  stead. 

"  And  does  he  abandon  these  ? "  she  had 
asked. 

"  Oh,  yes  !  "  was  the  reply  ;  ''  ultimately  he 
may  do  so.     But  his  remarkable  peculiarity  is  an 
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intense  earnestness.  He  is  profoundly  impressed 
by  the  truth  of  his  own  doctrines ;  his  powerful, 
if  somewhat  fantastic,  imagination  makes  him  a 
most  interesting  companion.  He  will  probably 
have  swept  away  one  set  of  cobwebs  and  spun 
another  between  his  visits,  for,  although  he  is 
•visionary,  he  is  a  man  of  active,  vigorous  intel- 
ligence." 

Bertie  recalled  this  conversation,  an  account 
of  which  she  had  written  to  her  father.  She 
remembered  the  pleasure  with  which  she  had 
heard  Mr.  Philip's  new  views  discussed,  and  the 
merry  laughter  of  the  professors  over  the  result 
of  his  physiological  experiments.  But  with  one 
exception  they  always  laughed  with  Mr.  Philip, 
and  never  at  him.  Nothing  had  gratified  her 
more  than  that  he  had  selected  her  as  a  friend 
and  confidant.  She  was  well  aware  that  she  had 
not  always  grasped  his  meaning,  but  she  always 
found  it  grow  clearer  by  degrees ;  and  Mr.  Philip 
had  a  gratifying  way  of  taking  her  intelligence 
for  granted,  which  allowed  her  time  to  think  over 
his  remarks,  and  to  wait  until  they  received 
elucidation  from  something  else.  Every  one 
liked  him  except  Mr.  Goldworthy  Fynes ;  and  he 
one  day,  when  Miss  Crayston  had  spoken  of  Mr. 
Philip,  had  said : 
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"  I  don't  know  if  that  man  is  most  knave 
or  most  fool.  I  think  he  is  a  great  deal  of 
both." 

Bertie  had  flushed  with  anger,  but  she  made 
no  reply,  for  she  remembered  tliat,  hard  as  these 
words  were,  Mr.  Philip's  were  harder  when  he 
spoke  of  Goldworthy  Fynes  and  the  school  to 
which  he  belonged. 

And  now  the  whole  thing  was  at  an  end. 
There  would  be  no  more  of  those  pleasant  meet- 
ings, when  the  quaint  fancy  of  her  companion 
had  filled  her  mind  with  images  gorgeous  and 
grotesque.  At  every  house  in  Minster  Mr.  Philip 
was  a  welcome  guest ;  and  whilst  he  visited  the 
place,  garden  parties,  pic-nics,  sailing  excursions, 
and  rambles  by  clifi'  and  shore  were  arranged  in 
his  honour.  He  was  associated  in  Bertie's  mind 
with  all  the  accumulated  pleasure  of  the  last  three 
weeks.  And  now  it  was  over ;  not  only  over,  it 
was  ended. 

But  there  was  something  worse  than  her  own 
loss.  "Poor  Trissy!"  she  thought.  ''She  will 
never  have  such  another  chance." 

Trissy  and  !Mr.  Philip  had  not  even  seen  each 
other,  but  in  Bertie's  mind  they  were  closely 
associated.  She  had  so  often  refen-ed  them  men- 
tally to  each  other,  had  so  carefully  in  her  own 
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mind  removed  all  obstacles  to  their  union,  and 
fitted  them  each  to  complete  the  happiness  of 
the  other,  that  the  attitude  Mr.  Philip  had  now 
assumed  was  a  death-blow  to  her  most  cherished 
hopes.  "  Poor  Trissy ! "  she  said.  And  she 
almost  felt  as  if  Trissy  was  a  widow.  It  occurred 
to  her  that  Trissy  might  like  to  have  her  room 
darkened,  and  her  dinner  sent  up-stairs.  Life 
couldn't  possibly  go  on  as  usual  after  one  had 
sustained  such  a  loss. 

Bertie  rose  and  stepped  out  into  the  sunlight. 
She  was  about  to  cross  the  lawn  and  re-enter  the 
house  when  Lizzie  emerged  from  it,  threw  a  shawl 
over  her  head  as  a  shelter  from  the  sun,  and  ran 
towards  Bertie.  Lizzie  fell  upon  her  sister's  neck 
and  wept. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  Has  anything  hap- 
pened ?  "  said  Bertie,  who  was  not,  however,  very 
much  alarmed. 

"  Bertie,  sister : "  sobbed  Lizzie,  clasping  Ber- 
tie's neck  with  both  hands,  ''speak  to  me,  say 
you  forgive  me.     Swear  it !  " 

"  Oh,  Lizzie,  you  are  driving  a  pin  into  the 
back  of  my  neck  ! " 

"  Sister,  you  are  a  sad,  sad  trifler :  "  said  Lizzie, 
looking  up  with  streaming  eyes.  "  But  speak,  I 
implore  you  ! " 
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"  How  can  I,  till  I  know  what  to  say  'i  Do  be 
reasonable,  and  tell  me  what  is  the  matter." 

"Ah,  Bertie.  That  spiritual  pride  of  yours, 
and  that  love  of  argument  and  intellect !  You 
see  now  what  it  leads  to.  But  your  loss  is  my 
gain ;  and  you  must  promise,  nay,  you  shall 
swear,  that  you  do  not  grudge  me  my  happiness." 

"  I  begin  to  have  a  dim  notion  of  your  mean- 
ing, Lizzie  ;  and  you  know  I  always  told  you  that 
it  was  absurd  to  be  so  jealous  of  me,  and  that 
Dicky  Gosling  had  no  eyes  for  any  one  but  you." 

"  Dicky  Gosling,  indeed  ! "  exclaimed  Lizzie 
angrily.  "  But  it  is  in  vain  for  you  to  try  and 
lacerate  my  feelings.  Fred  warned  me  that  I 
should  have  much  to  endure." 

"  No  ! "  ejaculated  Bertie.  ''  Is  it  really  Fred 
Wilmshurst  ? " 

"  And  pray  why  not  ? "  demanded  Lizzie. 

"  Well,  I  don  t  know.  It  seems  funny  just  at 
first ;  but  I  always  thought  you  and  Fred  would 
get  on  well  together." 

"  Indeed  ! "  said  Lizzie  in  a  sceptical  tone. 
"  Then  I  wonder  you  didn't  show  it  more.  You 
have  always  done  your  utmost  to  attract  Fred :  " 
Lizzie  tapped  with  her  foot  on  the  grass,  and 
stood  a  little  way  back  from  Bertie  ;  ''  but  I  bear 
no  malice.      It  isn't  in  my  nature.      Fully  and 
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freely  I  forgive  you,  sister,  and  I  will  never  rest 
until  Fred  does  the  same." 

"Thank  you,  Lizzie;  but  I  don't  know  what 
there  is  to  forgive." 

"Ah,  Bertie,  it  may  gratify  your  vanity  to 
lead  a  man  on  till  he  makes  a  fool  of  himself; 
but  depend  on  it,  he  does  not  easily  forgive  you. 
And  then  the  punishment  falls  on  me." 

Lizzie  wept,  but  this  time  it  was  not  on  Bertie's 
neck.  She  tottered  to  the  garden  seat,  and  sat 
there  sobbing  with  a  handkerchief  before  her 
face. 

"  Fred  has  always  loved  me,"  she  said,  "  but 
see  hov/  it  will  appear  to  others.  Can  I  speak  ill 
of  my  own  sister  ?    No,  never  !  I  will  die  first." 

"  Really,  Lizzie,  you  may  say  anything  you  like, 
so  far  as  I  am  concerned." 

"  Ah,  ah,  Bertie !  That  Jesuitical  mind  of 
yours  !  You  deceive  yourself ;  but  beware  of 
the  day  of  awakening  and  the  day  of  reckoning. 
Beware  ! " 

Bertie  looked  at  her  sister,  who  sat  fanning 
hervself  with  her  pocket  handkerchief,  and  sighed. 
She  knew  what  was  implied  in  a  scene  with 
Lizzie,  and  that  the  only  way  to  avoid  it  was  to 
give  in,  and  to  try  and  change  the  subject.  So 
she  sat  down  and  said : 
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"  This  is  most  astonishing  news,  Lizzie.  Do 
tell  me  when  the  event  came  to  pass." 

"  But  are  you  really  surprised  ? " 

"I  am,  indeed.  No  one  has  given  me  a  hint 
on  the  subject,  and  I  am  just  as  much  surprised 
as  if  you  had  told  me  the  Cham  of  Tartary  had 
come  over  to  marry  you." 

"Ah,  sister  !  Sad  le^dty  on  a  sacred  subject,  sad 
levity.     But  let  it  pass." 

"  Yes,  do,  there's  a  dear  girl ;  and  tell  me 
when  you  received  the  proposal,  and  if  you  have 
said  'yes,'  and  all  the  rest  of  it" 

"  Bertie,  friend  of  my  childhood,  be  true  to 
me  : "  sobbed  Lizzie. 

"  I  will,  indeed,"  replied  Bertie,  taking  her 
sisters  hand.  "  I  really  sincerely  congratulate 
you.  I  believe  you  will  be  very  happy,  you  and 
Fred,  for  you  have  always  suited  each  other." 

"  Then  you  won't  try  and  get  him  away  from 
me  ? " 

"  How  can  you  say  such  things,  Lizzie  ? " 

"Ah,  you  won't  promise !  I  knew  you  wouldn't ! 
But  you  may  use  your  utmost  arts  to  beguile 
him.  Fred  is  upon  his  guard.  Moreover,  he  says 
nothing  will  induce  him  to  see  you.  He  left  as 
soon  as  I  had  said  the  fatal  word." 

"  Well,  perhaps  a   meeting   to-day  might  be 
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awkward : "  said  Bertie,  who  recalled  the  last 
occasion  when  she  had  seen  Fred ;  "  but  you 
must  tell  him  that  I  congratulate  you  both,  and 
am  truly  pleased  with  the  news  you  bring." 

Bertie  looked  bright  and  smiling.  She  never 
could  be  really  angry  with  Lizzie,  who  was,  as 
all  the  rest  of  the  family  said,  "  such  awful  fun." 
But  Lizzie  was  not  satisfied  ;  her  sister  evidently 
did  not  recognise  the  loss  she  had  experienced 
and  the  inferiority  of  her  position  as  keenly  as  she 
ought  to  do. 

"  Shall  you  be  hurt  if  you  are  not  invited  to 
the  wedding  ? " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Bertie.  "  I  think  it  will  be  a 
most  unnatural  thing,  and  very  painful  to  us  all. 
Fred  has  no  feeling  for  me,  and  I  have  none  for 
him  that  should  prevent  our  meeting." 

"  Ah,  sister,  it  will  be  a  bitter  thing  for  you  to 
see  me  wearing  the  crown  of  honour  ;  to  know 
that  I  have  obtained  the  treasure  of  a  love  which 
you  sought  in  vain." 

"  Eeally,  Lizzie,  if  you  can't  talk  like  a  sensible 
woman  we  will  end  the  conversation.  I  suppose 
it  is  natural  for  you  to  suppose  that  every  one 
must  admire  Fred,  and  I  am  sure  he  will  like  it." 

"  Cruel,  cruel ! "  sighed  Lizzie,  and  then  there 
was  silence. 
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Bertie's  patience  was  almost  exhausted,  and 
Lizzie  knew  it. 

"  Sister,  was  that  tall,  stout,  elderly  man  Mr. 
le  Mesurier  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Bertie. 

"  He  passed  the  window  whilst  a  '  yes '  was 
trembling  on  my  lips,  and  my  beloved  leant  over 
me  to  lift  it  from  them  with  a  kiss/'  Lizzie 
clasped  her  hands  and  looked  up  towards  tlie  top 
of  the  lime  tree. 

"  Well,  and  what  did  you  think  of  Mr.  le 
Mesurier  at  that  critical  moment." 

"  Sister,  he  dusted  the  knees  of  his  trousers  first 
with  one  hand  and  then  with  the  other ;  had  he 
knelt  to  you  ?  " 

The  blood  rushed  to  Bertie's  neck  and  brow. 

"  You  also  have  said  yes  ?  Oh,  my  darling 
sister,"  and  once  again  Lizzie  clasped  Bertie  in 
her  arms,  "  this  is  what  I  have  always  hoped  and 
expected." 

*'  That  really  is  impossible.  You  never  heard 
the  man's  name  till  this  morning : "  exclaimed 
Bertie,  who  had  spoken  of  Mr.  Philip  to  none 
except  her  father  and  Trissy,  both  of  whom  she 
knew  to  be  safe. 

"  Of  course  I  did  not  know  of  this  individual. 
But,  sister,  you  are  formed  either  for  celibacy  or 
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to  marry  an  old  man.  I  picture  to  myself  every 
one  of  us  married  and  settled,  and  with  our  children 
about  our  knees,  and  you,  sister,  are  the  little 
mother  of  us  all." 

*' You'll  find  the  children  troublesome  and 
embarrassing  if  they  are  to  maintain  that 
position/'  said  Bertie,  rising ;  "  and  I  may  as 
well  tell  you  at  once  that  there  is  no  little 
mother  about  me.'' 

"  Ah,  jesting  Pilate  :  "  said  Lizzie,  shaking  her 
head  archly  as  Bertie  retreated. 

Bertie  sought  her  father,  and  found  him  in 
the  dining-room,  and  as  usual  in  the  chimney- 
corner.  Mrs.  Wilmshurst  was  sitting  by  his 
side  ;  she  rose  as  Bertie  entered,  and  kissing  her, 
said  : 

"  Bertie,  you  are  the  child  of  my  choice,  but 
Lizzy  is  a  dear  good  girl.  She  really  idolises  my 
boy  ;  and  after  all,  Fred  is  a  man  who  could  not 
be  happy  with  any  woman  who  did  not  submit  to 
him  in  great  things  and  in  small." 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  right :  "  said  Bertie,  return- 
ing the  kiss  ;  "  and  I  believe  Lizzie  and  Fred  will 
be  happy  together.  Tell  Fred  that  I  send  him 
hearty  congratulations." 

Mrs.  Wilmshurst  sighed.  She  would  have 
preferred  Bertie  as  a  daughter-in-law. 
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'^  I  have  promised  to  join  your  mother,  who  is 
in  the  library  : "  she  said. 

Bertie  was  left  alone  with  her  father. 

"Are  you  pleased?"  she  asked.  ''Do  you 
think  Lizzie  will  be  happy  ?  " 

"  Yes,  on  the  whole  I  suppose  it  will  do  very 
well.  Fred  has  been  with  me  ;  he  was  lofty  and 
magnanimous,  rather  in  the  Ercles  vein.  Even 
in  the  hour  of  triumph  he  couldn't  forget  cer- 
tain slights.  Lizzie  had  told  him  to  leave  the 
door  open  whilst  he  spoke  to  me,  at  least  I 
presume  she  had  done  so,  for,  having  shut  it 
when  he  entered,  he  returned  to  set  it  ajar,  and 
thus  I  saw  your  sister  standing  with  her  hands 
clasped  in  an  attitude  of  entreaty,  and  leaning 
forwards/' 

"  You  should  add,  with  streaming  eyes. 
Lizzie  would  make  the  thing  complete : "  said 
Bertie. 

"  I  suppose  so.  I  have  no  doubt  she  would. 
It  is  a  very  extraordinary  fact,  and  one  of  which 
I  have  never  seen  any  explanation  attempted," 
continued  Mr.  Eavenshaw,  "  but  I  should  like  to 
know  why  the  eldest  child  of  a  family  is  so  often 
a  fool." 

"  But  is  it  a  fact  ?  "  asked  Bertie. 

"  Undoubtedly ;  and  for  that  reason  I  think  it 
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a  great  advantage  when  the  eldest  born  is  a 
girl." 

"  Why  ? "  said  Bertie,  rather  coldly. 

"  Because  if  a  woman  is  a  fool  she  never  does 
much  harm.  A  man  is  different,- a  fool  turns  to 
drink,  or  to  blackguardism  of  some  kind,  and  is  a 
terrible  embarrassment." 

"Father,  dear,  what  a  comfort  it  must  be  to 
you  to  have  such  a  solid  superstructure  of  girl  in 
the  family." 

"  Oh,  ho.  My  little  Bertie  has  her  suscepti- 
bilities. Yes,  my  love,  the  girl  is  a  very  great 
comfort :  "  and  Mr.  Ravenshaw  drew  his  daughter 
to  him  and  kissed  her. 

"  Did  you  see  Mr.  Philip  ?  "   whispered  Bertie. 

"  Yes." 

"  Do  you  think  he  is  very  sorry  ?  " 

"  Moderately.  I  don't  think  he  is  exactly 
what  one  would  call  in  love." 

"I  am  so  glad  of  that,  father  dear.  I  do  hope 
I  am  not  to  blame.  Indeed,  I  thought  Mr.. 
Philip  was  a  friend.  It  never  occurred  to  me 
that  he  had  any  other  feeling  for  me.  You  know 
how  often  I  have  said  to  you  that  I  should  like  to 
have  a  male  friend." 

"  You  have ;  and  you  may  remember  that  I 
have  told  you  it  was  a  mistake." 
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"  Yes ;  but  you  didn  t  tell  me  why." 

"  Very  well,  then.    Now  I'll  tell  you  why.    You 

will  find  male  friends  very  apt  to  degenerate  into 

lovers." 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


A     BIRTHDAY      TREAT. 


The  summer  was  over,  the  long  holidays  at  an 
end  ;  Bertie  and  Miss  Crayston  had  returned  to 
Minster.  They  were  walking  together  along 
the  cliff  pathway,  and  talking  of  all  that  had 
occurred  since  they  parted  at  Norlands. 

The  result  of  the  July  examinations  had  been 
made  known.  Bertie  had  taken  a  very  high 
place ;  and  her  parents,  much  gratified  by  her 
success,  had  given  their  consent  to  her  return  for 
an  indefinite  period. 

"  The  child  must  not  be  disturbed  by  the  fear 
of  a  recall  home  : "  Mr.  Ravenshaw  had  said.  "  If 
all  is  well  she  shall  remain  at  St.  Mary's  as  long 
as  she  wishes." 

Bertie  was  telling  Miss  Crayston  this  good 
news. 

"  And  now  you  see,"  she  added,  '^  I  rank  as  a 
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third  year  s  student,  and  I  can  go  up  for  honours 
next  July." 

"  You  will  have  to  work  very  hard,  Bertie." 

"  Yes,  that's  the  pleasure  of  it.  But  you  must 
remember  that  good  father  of  mine  has  given 
me  three  hours  a  day  of  Latin  and  mathematics 
all  the  holidays.  I  can  go  into  the  highest  classes 
easily.  You  know  my  father  was  senior  wrangler 
in  his  year.  He  has  helped  me  immensely,  and 
he  says  it  has  been  quite  a  pleasure  to  him  to  go 
over  the  old  ground.  He  has  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  a  woman  really  has  got  a  mind," 
added  Bertie,  laughing,  "  and  that  it  is  very 
much  in  kind  like  that  of  a  man,  though  pro- 
bably it  differs  in  degree.  He  has  never  said 
so,  but  it  is  my  impression  that  he  thinks  a 
woman's  mind,  such  as  it  is,  has  a  tendency  to 
deteriorate  after  marriage.  He  has  the  darkest 
forebodings  as  to  the  condition  Lizzie  will  be 
reduced  to  when  she  has  five  or  six  children, 
and  seems  to  think  that  one  of  the  younger 
girls  will  have  to  be  specially  trained,  so  as 
to  take  an  effective  position  in  Lizzie's  house- 
hold." 

"  When  is  Lizzie  to  be  married  ?  " 

"  At  Christmas." 

"  Are  you  going  to  the  wedding  ?  " 
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*'  Yes.  We  are  the  best  of  friends.  Lizzie 
writes  poems  to  Fred,  and  I  help  her." 

**  Won't  he  find  a  difference  in  the  style  now 
you  have  left  ? " 

'^  I  don't  think  so.  He  hasn't  got  very  much 
sense  ;  or  rather,  now  that  I  have  come  back  to 
the  professors,  I  onght  to  say  he  hasn't  much 
critical  faculty.  Lizzie's  poems  will  do  very  well 
for  him. 

'  Oh,  my  love,  I  think  of  thee  ; 
True  love,  dost  thou  think  of  me  ? ' 

That's  Lizzie's  style ;  she  has  learnt  it  from 
the  mottoes  in  bonbons.  It  seems  to  do  very 
well  when  a  man  is  in  love.  They  are  both  as 
happy  as  they  can  be.  In  fact,  as  the  boys  say, 
Fred  is  awful  spoons  upon  Lizzie." 

*'  I  am  glad  to  hear  it :  "  laughed  Miss  Crayston. 
*'  And  now  I  must  go  home,  Bertie.  The  council 
meets  this  afternoon,  and  I  have  documents  to 
prepare  and  arrange." 

"  I  don't  want  to  go  in  just  yet :  "  replied  Bertie. 
*'  You  know  how  often  we  have  said  that  we  would 
cross  the  ravine,  go  through  the  wood  on  the 
opposite  side,  and  find  the  bridge  across  the  Dove, 
which  Mr.  Philip  used  to  talk  about.  Shall  I 
undertake  an  expedition  in  that  direction  ? " 

"  Yes,  do.  You  have  three  hours  to  spare  before 
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lunch,  which  must  be  at  two  o'clock  to-day.  I 
will  walk  with  vou  to  the  ravine.  You  had 
better  cross  at  the  coast-guard  station,  and  we 
can  oret  directions  from  Metherell." 

o 

Miss  Crayston  stopped  to  discuss  the  weather 
and  to  ask  Metherell  about  sails  on  the  horizon  ; 
Bertie  waved  a  farewell  and  began  a  steep  descent. 

The  Dove,  a  small,  insignificant  stream  flowing 
through  the  Minster  valley,  finds  its  way  to  the 
sea  through  a  deep  ravine,  which  extends  inland 
for  nearly  a  mile,  and  terminates  seawards  in 
huge  precipitous  cliffs.  At  the  base]  of  these, 
amid  sand  and  stones,  the  little  stream  seems  to 
lose  itself  at  low  tide,  and  Bertie,  choosing  her 
way  and  following  Metherell's  directions,  crossed 
it  easily  and  began  the  ascent  of  the  opposite  side 
of  the  ravine,  a  narrow  track  through  the  gorse. 
After  a  time  she  found  stunted  thorn  trees, 
dwarfed  and  brown.  The  branches  stretched 
eagerly  inland  and  grasped  at  the  valley  for  help 
against  the  fierce  wind  that  drove  them  backwards 
from  the  sea.  All  matted  and  tangled  they 
seemed  to  be,  and  long  filaments  of  grey  lichen 
hung  from  them.  About  half  a  mile  from  the 
coast  the  ravine  trended  away  to  the  north, 
and  stretched  almost  parallel  with  the  coast  line. 
There  was  shelter  from  the  sea-wind ;  the  gorse, 
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instead  of  being  a  low,  scrubby  covering  for  the 
steep  hill  -  side,  grew  tall  and  free,  and  great 
bushes  of  broom  waved  amidst  it.  Oak  trees, 
elm,  and  the  sycamore  were  before  her ;  and 
Bertie  wandered  on  without  seeking  a  path.  The 
way  was  easy  and  pleasant,  dry  twigs  crackled 
lieneath  her  feet,  and  dry  brown  leaves  lay  thickly 
under  the  trees.  The  robin  was  twittering  his 
autumn  song  ;  from  time  to  time  she  saw  a 
squirrel  watching  her  from  a  branch  or  stone. 
Again  the  valley  changed  its  direction,  and 
stretched  onward  towards  the  east ;  pasture  land 
appeared  on  either  side  ;  the  banks  were  becoming 
lower  and  lower,  but  the  stream  seemed  to  increase 
in  volume  the  further  it  was  from  the  sea. 

"  There  must  be  a  lock  somewhere,"  Bertie 
thought,  "  and  I  have  missed  it."  In  this  she  was 
correct,  Metherell  had  told  her  to  cross  the  Dove 
close  to  a  lock ;  but  when  she  recalled  this  the 
way  was  pleasant,  and  she  resolved  to  go  on, 
even  at  the  risk  of  having  to  retrace  her  steps. 

A  mile  further  and  she  was  following  a  foot- 
path by  the  side  of  the  stream,  gathering  pods  of 
yellow  iris,  and  admiring  the  level  rows  of  even, 
scarlet  seed ;  watching  great  tufts  of  willow  herb, 
the  glowing  leaves  of  crane's  bill,  and  the  gaudy 
grandeur  of  tall  battalions  of  ragwort. 
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Suddenly  slie  heard  voices,  children  apparently 
quarrelling,  and  men  and  women  who  certainly 
did  not  agree.  A  few  minutes  later  she  came  to 
a  wooden  foot-bridge  with  a  small  gate  at  each 
end  of  it.  She  lifted  a  latch,  crossed  the  bridge, 
passed  through  a  second  gate,  and  climbing  the 
river  bank  emerged  upon  a  meadow. 

''  The  pretty  lady  ! "  shouted  a  boy  of  eight 
years  old,  and  ran  towards  her. 

He  was  followed  by  two  younger  girls,  who 
caught  her  by  the  dress,  saying  : 

"  Kiss  me,  kiss  me." 

Bertie  recognised  the  Tredwen  children,  and 
replied : 

"  No  ;  thank  you.     No  kisses  for  you." 

The  girls  uttered  a  prolonged  "Oh  ! " 

'*  Do  give  me  a  kiss  :  "  urged  one  of  them. 

Bertie  shook  her  head  and  advanced  ;  where- 
upon the  boy  Paul  shouted  with  delight : 

"  They  wanted  to  bite  you  !  "  and  the  girls  fell 
upon  him  in  anger. 

"  For  shame,  children  !  "  exclaimed  Bertie. 

"  Who's  that  knocking  Master  Paul  about  on 
his  birthday.  I'll  give  it  to  you  :  "  called  a  harsh, 
angry  voice,  and  a  woman  ceased  for  a  moment 
an  altercation  which  had  hitherto  engrossed  her. 

She  was  kneeling  before  a  table-cloth  spread  on 

VOL.    II.  K 
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the  grass,  and  covered  with  food.  She  grasped 
a  wine-bottle  in  each  hand. 

"  Now,  Mrs.  Hawkins,"  exclaimed  a  man's  voice, 
"you  give  me  back  them  bottles.  You  hadn't 
no  right  to  go  to  my  dining-room  for  'em,  and  I 
won't  have  it." 

"You  jest  mind  your  own  business,  Mr.  Stubbs. 
A  butler  with  a  place  like  yourn  has  got  plenty 
to  look  arter : "  retorted  Mrs.  Hawkins  with  a 
sneer. 

"  Never  you  mind  my  place.  You  keep  your 
own ;  and  I  tell  you  master's  orders  was :  '  No 
wine  for  the  nussery.'  " 

"  It's  very  fine  of  you  to  say  that  when  you 
sends  up  a  bottle  every  Sunday." 

"More  than  I  will  do  again : "  says  Mr.  Stubbs 
fiercely.  **  I  tell  you  two  champagnes  and  two 
ports  is  out  of  all  reason  for  four  children  and 
two  nusses." 

"  And  I  tell  you,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hawkins, 
"  that  master  Paul  is  the  ^eir ;  an'  'e  shall  have 
what  I  think  good  for  him.  An'  you  ain't  a- 
goin'  to  put  me  ofi"  with  your  ginger-beer,  nor 
yet  your  gooseberry  wine,  nor  any  other  rubbish. 
He  shall  keep  his  birthday  like  a  young  gentle- 
man, and  if  you  like  to  drink  'is  'elth  you  can 
just  drore  one  of  these  'ere  corks." 
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"  Give  me  back  them  bottles  :  "  said  tbe  butler 
roughly,  advancing  to  Mrs.  Hawkins. 

"  She  rose  from  the  grass,  and  stepping  up  to 
him  with  a  bottle  in  each  hand,  she  whispered 
something  that  had  the  effect  of  making  him 
very  pale.     He  looked  uneasily  at  her  and  said  : 

"  Well,  then,  you  take  the  responsibility  ?  " 

"I  do : "  she  replied,  and  returning  to  the 
table-cloth  she  clapped  down  the  two  bottles  of 
champagne  triumphantly,  and  produced  a  third, 
a  bottle  of  port,  from  a  basket. 

There  was  a  fierce  gleam  in  the  butler's  eyes, 
but  he  turned  away  and  walked  towards  a  house, 
which  Bertie  saw  was  at  a  short  distance  through 
the  trees. 

The  children  were  silent  spectators  of  the 
scene.  Bertie  had  grone  to  a  little  distance  with 
the  youngest  child,  the  little  fellow  who  had  sat 
with  her  in  the  cave.  She  picked  him  great 
spikes  of  purple  loose-strife  which  grew  by  the 
river- side,  and  he  told  her  it  was  brother  Paul's 
birthday,  and  they  were  going  to  have  a  picnic. 

Bertie  was  angry  and  ill  at  ease.  She 
wondered  if  Mr.  Tredwen  knew  it  was  his  boy's 
birthday,  and  why  he  did  not  see  how  it  was 
kept. 

The  nurse,  who  recognised  her,  advanced,  and 
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asked  her,  quite  civilly,  if  she  would  stay  with 
the  children,  saying  master  Paul  wished  it. 

*'  That  I  do  : "  said  Paul.  "  I  want  you  to  stay 
awfully ;  and  then  you  must  make  a  speech  and 
drink  my  health." 

Bertie  turned  to  the  nurse  and  said  coldly  : 

"  Of  course  you  don't  give  wine  to  the 
children  ? " 

"  All  them  as  can  afford  it  gives  wine  :  "  replied 
the  woman,  insolently.  "  And  these'll  have  their 
share,  and  learn  to  take  it  like  ladies  and  gentle- 


men." 


Bertie  made  no  reply. 

"There,  if  I  haven't  forgot  the  champagne 
oflasses ! " 

"  Let  me  go,  Mrs.  Hawkins  :  "  said  the  under 
nurse. 

"  What's  the  good  of  your  going  ?  Stubbs  won't 
give  'em  to  you-  I'll  see  whether  he'll  let  me 
have  'em  or  not." 

So  saying  Mrs.  Hawkins  toiled  up  the  steep 
bank ;  and  Bertie  approaching  Paul  began  to 
whisper  to  him,  and  Paul  laughed  and  clapped 
his  hands. 

"  Oh,  what  fun  ! "  exclaimed  Paul,  "  what  jolly 

fun!" 

"And  then,"  said  Bertie,  "  Pll  take  you  into 
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the  woods  and  show  you  the  squirrels,  and  we'll 
find  their  hoard  of  nuts.  The  nuts  are  only  just 
ripe,  so  they  can  gather  plenty  more  for  the 
winter  store,  even  if  we  do  take  a  few ;  and  you 
shall  pick  seed-pods  that  we  can  roast  for  coffee  ; 
and  I  will  make  great  chains  of  horse  chestnuts. 
I  have  got  plenty  of  string,  and  we  will  make 
a  collar  for  Teddy,  and  you  shall  drive  him 
through  the  woods." 

"  Yes,  yes  :  "  shouted  Paul.  "  But  make  haste  ; 
I  want  to  see  the  splash,  and  hear  the  bottles 
break.     Make  haste." 

Bertie  advanced  to  the  table,  took  up  the 
bottles,  and  walked  with  them  towards  the 
bridge,  accompanied  by  Paul  leading  his  little 
brother  Teddy. 

The  two  little  girls  screamed  : 

"  Nurse,  nurse,  she's  a-goin'  to  break  the  wine- 
bottles." 

Bertie  stood  on  the  bridge  and  dashed  one 
bottle  after  another  on  the  stones  in  the  rocky 
bed  of  the  stream.  Then  she  turned  to  face  a 
furious  woman  rushing  down  the  steep  bank, 
and  having^  seen  all  that  had  occurred. 

Mrs.  Hawkins  was  out  of  breath  when  she 
reached  the  children,  which  gave  Bertie  an 
opportunity. 
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"I  shall  tell  Mr.  Tredwen  to-day  what  I 
have  done,"  she  said,  "  and  he  will  approve 
of  it." 

For  a  moment  Mrs.  Hawkins  was  subdued. 
She  looked  up  at  a  pale,  resolute  face,  and  heard 
the  clear  low  tones  in  which  Bertie  spoke,  and 
for  an  instant  it  occurred  to  her  that  submission 
was  her  best  chance. 

The  little  girls,  quick  to  discern  her  hesitation, 
jeered  at  her. 

"  Poor  old  nurse  I  She's  lost  her  wine  :  "  they 
said ;  and  she  turned  upon  them,  seized  and 
shook  them,  and  assailed  Bertie  with  a  torrent  of 
vulgar  abuse. 

Bertie  stood  her  ground  resolutely.  She  had 
taken  Teddy  in  her  arms,  and  held  Paul  by  the 
hand. 

The  nurse,  screaming,  crying,  beating  the  little 
girls,  and  shaking  the  nurse  -  maid,  did  not 
approach  her. 

"Not  one  mouthful  of  dinner  shall  they  have, 
not  a  mouthful,  any  one  of  them :  "  she  gasped, 
sitting  exhausted  on  the  ground,  and  dragging 
towards  her  pies  and  fruit  and  cakes,  and  push- 
ing them  into  a  great  basket. 

The  girls  uttered  a  prolonged  howl,  Teddy 
whimpered,  and  Paul's  face  darkened. 
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"  Come  with  me/'  said  Bertie  to  the  boys,  "  I 
will  take  you  into  the  woods." 

She  led  them  away  over  the  bridge.  The 
nurse  called  loudly  and  angrily  after  her,  but  she 
took  no  notice.  Teddy  hid  his  face  on  her 
shoulder ;  Paul  clasped  her  hand  tightly ;  and 
Bertie  walked  calmly  and  steadily  onwards. 

"  Let  her  go  ! "  at  length  said  Mrs.  Hawkins. 
"  Let  her  go,  and  a  good  riddance." 

It  occurred  to  the  woman  that  if  Bertie  lost 
her  way  other  events  might  be  overlooked. 

"  Nursy  dear : "  whined  the  little  girls, 
"  mayn't  we  have  some  pigeon  pie  ? " 

"  Lor',  Mrs,  'Awkins,"  exclaimed  the  nurse- 
maid, "you  won't  never  let  'em  go  into  Dedman's 
Wood  all  by  theirselves." 

"She've  a-took  'em,"  replied  Mrs.  Hawkins, 
savagely,  "and  let  'er  bring  'em  back  to  their 
Pa." 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 


THE   PIC-NIC. 


Bertie  and  the  boys  walked  on  in  silence. 
They  entered  the  wood,  climbed  a  steep,  narrow 
path,  and  were  soon  away  from  all  sight  and 
sound  of  the  flowing  stream,  the  angry  nurse,  the 
meadows  and  the  house. 

Under  a  wide-spreading  beech  tree  Bertie 
paused : 

"We  will  sit  down,"  she  said,  "and  make 
plans. " 

"  What  have  we  got  to  eat  ? "  asked  Paul. 

Teddy  watched  eagerly  as  his  brother  put  the 
momentous  question ;  and  Bertie  for  all  answer 
put  her  hand  in  her  pocket  and  produced  a  small 
box  : 

"  Did  you  ever  taste  chocolate  ? "  she  said. 

"  Is  it  nice  ? " 

"  Very   nice.      When   gentlemen   go    up   the 
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mountains  in  Switzerland  they  take  it  in  their 
pockets,  and  eat  it  to  make  them  strong." 

"  Oh,  o;ive  me  some :  "  said  Paul. 

"  Yes ;  I  shall  give  you  both  some,  and  then 
we  will  go  through  the  woods  to  the  lock  gates, 
and  you  shall  have  a  gipsy  dinner." 

"  What's  that  ? "  asked  both  children. 

*'  You'll  see  when  the  time  comes.  Gipsies 
never  know  till  the  time  comes ;  but  there's  a 
fire  out  of  doors,  built  up  with  stones,  and  you 
may  help  to  make  it." 

"  Oh,  jolly,  jolly  :  "  exclaimed  Paul.  ''  Shall  we 
pick  up  sticks  ? " 

"  Yes ;  and  put  them  in  a  heap,  just  here  : " 
replied  Bertie. 

The  childreu,  pleased  with  the  task,  ran  about 
collecting  the  dry  wood,  and  Bertie  sat  down  to 
think.  She  was  somewhat  puzzled  at  the  position 
in  which  she  had  placed  herself.  She  had  taken 
the  two  little  boys  away  from  their  nurse,  and 
what  was  she  to  do  with  them  ?  Ultimately,  of 
course,  she  would  have  to  take  them  back  again ; 
but  in  the  mean  time  ?  And  then,  again,  how  was 
she  to  find  Mr.  Tredwen  ?  She  wished  to  give  the 
children  up  to  him ;  and  had  resolved  not  to 
expose  Paul  to  the  anger  of  the  nurse  and  the 
punishment    threatened   for   an    act   which    she 
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herself  had  originated  and  carried  out.  Suppose 
she  should  miss  the  lock  on  her  return,  what 
would  have  to  be  done ;  the  children  tired  and 
hungry,  Miss  Crayston  anxious,  and  Mr.  Tredwen 
angry  and  alarmed  !  Better  get  on  at  once,  she 
concluded,  and  lose  no  time.  Calling  the  children 
she  tied  their  little  bundle  of  wood  together  with 
a  piece  of  string.  Paul  was  preparing  to  sling  it 
over  his  shoulder  with  a  pocket  handkerchief, 
when  the  boy  exclaimed  : 

"  Listen  !     There's  somebody  whistling  !  " 

They  listened,  and  heard  the  sweet  clear  sound 
of  a  whistle  alternating  with  scraps  of  song. 

"  That's  Metherell,"  said  Bertie,  and  she  called 
his  name,  whilst  Paul  whistled  in  reply.  A  few 
minutes  later  Metherell  was  seen  approaching,  a 
telescope  slung  by  his  side,  and  a  bag  over  his 
shoulder. 

"Here  you  be,  miss:"  he  exclaimed.  "My 
missis  was  at  her  father's,  and  said  you  wasn't 
that  way,  so  her  sent  me  to  look  arter  you  round 
by  Dedman's  Wood ;  but  you  ain't  got  far." 

"  No ;  we  have  not  really  been  far  in  the  wood, 
for  I  don't  know  this  part  of  it.  It  looks  dark 
and  bewildering,  and  I  thought  of  going  down 
the  hill  again  to  the  banks  of  the  river,  and  so 
getting  to  your  father-in-law's  at  the  lock." 
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"  That's  the  best  thing  as  you  can  do.  That 
there  wood's  a  gharstly  old  place  ;  and  you'm 
best  out  of  it.  Them's  Muster  Tredwen's  young 
gentlemen,  I'm  thinkin'." 

"  They  are  :  "  said  Bertie  ;  "  and  I  want  to  send 
a  note  to  Mr.  Tredwen  and  another  to  Miss 
Crayston.     Can  you  take  them  for  me  ?  " 

"Why,  however  be  you  goin'  to  write  notes, 
miss?"  asked  Metherell  with  a  grin. 

Bertie  took  out  a  small  pocket-book  and  said : 

"  Very  short  ones,  Metherell ;  but  can  you  take 
them?" 

"  Well,  miss,  I  can't  take  'em  myself,  but  I'll 
give  'em  to  my  missis,  she'm  going  into  ]\Iinster. 
Her  put  this  in  my  bag  just  now,  and  I'm  think- 
ing it  won't  come  in  badly: "  said  Metherell,  taking 
a  paper  parcel  from  the  bag  on  his  shoulder. 

"  My  missis,"  he  continued,  addressing  Paul, 
''  makes  a  parsty  such  as  you  never  did  taste, 
young  sir,  and,  by  the  looks  of  you,  I  should  say 
you'm  hungry." 

Paul  and  Teddy  capered  at  the  sight  of  the 
apple  pasty,  and  almost  snatched  it  out  of 
Metherell's  hand. 

"  Oh,  for  shame  ! "  exclaimed  Bertie,  blushing. 

She  thought  of  the  children  at  home.  How 
Lenny  would  have  drawn  back  and  held  up  his 
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little  head  and  said:  "No,  thank  you."  Even 
Maggie  would  have  thought  it  shame  to  eat  up  a 
workinor  man's  dinner. 

"  Have  you  got  any  more  ? "  asked  Paul,  after 
the  first  bite. 

Metherell  replied  by  putting  a  piece  of  pasty 
into  the  left  hand  of  each  child.  They  retired 
and  sat  down  side  by  side  under  a  tree ;  the 
younger  boy  fixed  his  eyes  intently  on  his  brother, 
and  almost  choked  himself  in  his  eagerness  to  eat 
quickly,  and  take  large  mouthfuls,  like  Paul. 

'^  Got  no  mother,  you  see,  nor  nobody  to  look 
arter  'em,  as  you  may  say.  Leastways  no  gentle- 
folk, nor  nobody  as  cares  for  'em  :  "  said  Metherell, 
meditatively,  as  he  watched  the  children. 

"  Take  it  easy,  young  genelmen  :  "  he  continued, 
addressing  them,  with  a  grin  on  his  face.  "  Make 
it  last  out,  for  there  ain't  no  more  where  that 
come  from." 

^'  The  little  'un's  a  rare  trencherman,"  he  said, 
turning  to  Bertie,  "and  what  a  face  he've  got. 
He  wasn't  out  in  the  garden  when  the  food  was 
on  the  table." 

Bertie  made  no  reply.  She  was  beginning  to 
feel  uneasy.     At  length  she  said  : 

"  Mr.  Tredwen  does  not  know  the  children  are 
here,   and  Miss  Crayston  expects  me  home  by 
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this  time,  so  I  want  to  let  them  know  where  I 
am." 

Metherell  took  off  his  cap  and  rubbed  his  head. 
He  saw  somethinof  was  wronof,  but  had  too  much 
innate  delicacy  to  ask  what  it  was. 

"  I  ain't  sure  as  I  should  take  'em  to  the  lock," 
he  said,  "  if  you  11  excuse  me  for  making  so  free. 
They  do  seem  quarrelsome  and  uneasy  like  ;  they'll 
o:et  dro^nded,  or  somethino^  o'  that  sort.  You 
stop  about ^here,  miss,  and  I'll  send  my  boy  'Arry, 
I  shall  find  him  in  the  wood.  He  knows  the  way 
well  enough,  and  then  you  can  wait  here  till  their 
pa  comes  to  fetch  'em." 

Bertie  was  relieved  at  this  proposal.  She 
arranged  with  i\letherell  that  Harry  should  go 
round  to  Mrs.  Metherell,  and  bring  such  simple 
food  as  could  be  procured  ;  and  the  boy  was  then 
to  be  her  guide  to  a  part  of"  the  wood  called 
Dedman's  Hollow,  where  Mr.  Tredwen  would 
meet  her,  and  take  the  children  to  Upton,  whilst 
she  returned  to  Minster  with  Harry.  Two  hours 
later  Bertie  and  the  children  were  sitting  round 
a  little  white  table  cloth ;  a  fire  was  smouldering 
near  them,  and  Harry  was  pouring  tea  out  of  a 
small  kettle  into  the  children's  mugs.  Two 
bottles  which  had  contained  milk,  and  the  re- 
mains of  bread,  butter,  eggs,   and  apple  pasty. 
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together  with  blackberries  and  apples,  were  on 
the  table. 

"  Now,  Paul,  T  have  drunk  your  health,"  said 
Bertie,  "  and  you  must  drink  papa's  health." 

"  I  don't  know  how :  "  replied  Paul. 

"  Good  health  to  dear  papa :  "  said  Bertie;  ''and 
Teddy  will  drink  it  too." 

"  Papa  ! "  exclaimed  Teddy,  as  a  man  was  seen 
making  his  way  through  the  underwood  at  the 
side  of  Dedman's  Hollow. 

"  He'll  spoil  everything :  "  said  Paul,  sulkily, 
as  Mr.  Tredwen,  looking  grave  and  stern,  ap- 
proached them.  He  glanced  keenly  at  Bertie,  at 
the  boys,  at  the  table.  He  laid  his  hand  on  the 
bottle  which  Bertie  had  taken  up  : 

''Excuse  me.  Miss  Ravenshaw,  the  children 
never  take  wine." 

"It  is  milk : "  replied  Bertie,  as  she  poured  it 
into  Teddy's  cup. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.     I  thought  it  was  wine." 

"  /  thought  you'd  have  knocked  us  all  over  :  " 
said  Paul :  "it  was  just  like  a  robber  rushing 
out  of  the  woods,  wasn't  it  ? " 

"  Who's  that  boy  ?"  asked  Mr.  Tredwen,  taking 
no  notice  of  Paul's  exclamation. 

The  boy  pulled  his  hair  and  came  forward, 
saying,  "  Please,  sir,  'Arry  Metherell." 
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Bertie  was  nervous.  Mr.  Tredwen  was  cer- 
tainly neither  pleased  nor  courteous.  He  looked 
suspiciously  about  him,  examined  the  gipsy  fire 
and  the  kettle  hanging  over  it,  smelt  the  empty 
milk  bottle,  and  turned  over  the  basket  with  its 
treasures  of  horse-chestnuts,  hazel  nuts,  hips,  and 
haws. 

Paul  grumbled  :  "You'll  spoil  everything,  papa. 
I  said  you  would."  And  Bertie  began  to  feel 
uneasy. 

"  Have  you  had  my  note  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  No  :  "  was  the  reply,  as  Mr.  Tredwen  poured 
out  some  milk  and  tasted  it.  "  No.  I  have  been 
four  hours  in  the  wood  looking  for  you." 

"  How  did  you  know  we  were  here,  papa "? " 
asked  Paul. 

"Nurse  told  me: "  replied  Mr.  Tredwen,  gravely. 

"  Did  she  tell  you  about  the  wine  ? "  asked 
Paul,  starting  to  his  feet.  "  Isn't  it  jolly 
fun  ? " 

Bertie  had  not  spoken.  She  watched  Mr. 
Tredwen  intently,  as  if  she  expected  to  read  in 
his  face  the  cause  of  his  annoyance. 

Little  Teddy  lay  down  on  the  grass.  Mr. 
Tredwen  lifted  him  tenderly,  kissed  him,  and 
turning  to  Bertie,  said  : 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  him  ?  " 


144  THE  LADY  RESIDENT.  [chap. 

*'He  is  tired  and  sleepy.  He  has  been  run- 
ning about  for  a  long  time.     Give  him  to  me." 

She  stretched  out  her  arms,  and  Mr.  Tredwen 
turning  towards  her,  looked  into  her  eyes.  He 
knelt  down,  but  did  not  give  her  the  child. 

"  What  a  fool  I  am  !  "  he  said,  looking  intently 
at  Bertie.  *'  What  can  I  say  to  you  ?  I  have 
been  four  hours  in  torture." 

"Why?"  asked  Bertie.  '*  I  thought  there 
was  no  danger  in  this  wood.  We  have  often 
walked  in  the  Minster  end  of  it,  and  as  I  do 
not  know  this  part  Metherell  sent  Harry  with 
me,  so  that  I  might  not  lose  my  way.  He 
thought  we  had  better  wait  till  you  came.  Give 
me  Teddy.  Let  him  sleep  for  half-an-hour  whilst 
we  pack  up  the  things  and  prepare  for  home.  I 
have  been  wishing  you  would  come  for  such  a 
long  time.     We  waited  tea  for  you." 

Mr.  Tredwen  laid  the  child  down  by  her  side, 
and  Bertie  threw  a  light  mantle  over  him. 

"  He  is  fast  asleep  : ''  she  said,  looking  up. 

''What  is  Paul  doing?" 

"  He  has  got  potatoes  and  apples  buried  in  the 
hot  ashes,  and  is  looking  to  see  if  they  are 
sufficiently  cooked.  May  I  tell  you  about  this 
morning  ?  "  Bertie  asked. 

"  Do : "  he  replied,  and  turned  away  from  her. 
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*'  I  begin  to  see  that  I  acted  foolishly,  and 
most  probably  have  made  you  very  anxious  :  "  she 
said.     "  I  hope  you  will  try  and  forgive  me." 

"  Yes : "  he  replied,  turning  to  look  at  her, 
"  yes  ;  you  certainly  have  made  me  anxious." 

*'  I  have  been  brought  up  to  think  it  such  a 
wrong  thing  to  give  wine  to  children,  that  when 
I  saw  nurse  with  champagne  and  port  for  them  I 
quite  forgot  I  had  no  right  to  interfere." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  asked  Mr.  Tredwen. 

"  Well,  you  know,  I  threw  the  bottles  into  the 
Dove,  and  broke  them  : "  said  Bertie,  blushing. 
"  Paul  laughed,  and  nurse  was  so  angry  with 
him  that  I  took  him  with  me  into  the  woods.  I 
hardly  knew  that  I  was  carrying  Teddy  till  we 
had  gone  some  distance." 

"  See,  papa  ! "  exclaimed  Paul,  who  had  drawn 
near.  "  She  took  them  like  this.  Crash  they 
went,  such  a  splash  and  such  a  jolly  row ;  but  / 
didn't  break  them.  It  wasn't  me,  papa.  Will  it 
kill  the  j&shes  ?  Won't  it  be  jolly  fun  to  see 
them  all  lying  dead  on  the  top  of  the  water  ? " 

Mr.  Tredwen  was  still  on  one  knee  by  the  side 
of  the  sleeping  child.  He  looked  from  Teddy  to 
the  drooping  head  of  the  young  girl,  who  bent 
over  the  little  fellow  and  almost  mechanically 
made  him  comfortable. 

VOL.  II.  L 
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"  Will  you  tell  me,"  he  asked  in  a  low  tone, 
"  why  you  brought  the  children  here  ?  I  could 
not  understand  the  story  nurse  told  me,  but  she 
made  me  very  anxious." 

Bertie  looked  up.  She  was  pale  and  troubled. 
Her  lips  trembled  as  she  spoke,  but  the  clear, 
truthful  eyes  were  fixed  on  Oliver  Tredwen  as  she 
narrated  the  events  of  the  day. 

"  Splash  the  bottles  went ;  such  a  crash 
against  the  stones : "  exclaimed  Paul,  who  was 
standing  with  one  hand  on  Bertie's  shoulder. 
"  You  must  let  me  do  it,  papa,  for  a  treat.  I 
ought  to  throw  the  bottles,  because  it  is  my 
birthday." 

"  Well,  Miss  Eavenshaw,"  said  Mr.  Tredwen, 
"  and  after  you  had  poured  out  this  libation,  of 
which  I  do  not  at  all  disapprove,  pray  what  did 
you  do  next  ? " 

Bertie,  considerably  relieved  at  the  tone  of  this 
question,  proceeded  to  recount  their  adventures 
in  the  wood.  Mr.  Tredwen  sat  down  by  Teddy's 
side  and  listened.  Paul  supplied  minute  details 
as  to  the  food,  its  quality  and  amount ;  and 
Harry  Metherell  drew  near  and  described  the 
erection  of  the  fire,  and  the  building  of  an  oven 
under  it. 

"  We  washed  the  potatoes,  papa,"  said  Paul, 
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"  they  were  most  beautiful,  quite  juicy,  something 
like  apples,  but  with  a  different  taste,  and  they 
are  quite  hot  already." 

"  Will  Miss  Crayston  be  anxious  at  your  pro- 
longed absence  ? "  asked  Mr.  Tredwen.^ 

*'  I  trust  she  has  received  my  note,  and  then 
she  will  not  be  at  all  uneasy.  I  said  I  had  come 
into  the  wood  with  the  children : "  replied 
Bertie. 

"  T  will  see  her  and  explain.  I  must  ask  her 
if  she  can  help  me.  You  have  interposed  to-day 
like  a  good  angel,"  and  Mr.  Tredwen  smiled, 
*'  but  I  am  disposed  to  wish  you  had  been  an 
evil  one." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Bertie. 

"  Because  you  might  have  carried  off  the  nurse 
and  left  me  the  children.  It  would  have  been  an 
admirable  solution  of  the  difficulty." 

"  I  am  sure  Miss  Crayston  will  help  you,"  said 
Bertie,  "  she  always  knows  exactly  the  right  thing 
to  do.  I  used  to  fancy  that  tact  was  something 
artificial  and  untrue  until  I  knew  her,  and  now  I 
see  that  it  really  is  insight,  not  only  into  circum- 
stance but  character." 

Mr.  Tredwen  smiled  approval,  and  Bertie  con- 
tinued : 

"  Miss   Crayston    would   not   have  made    you 
l2 
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anxious  as  I  have  done.  She  would  have  fore- 
seen the  trouble  that  must  come  from  such  a  rash, 
ill-advised  step." 

"Do  not  blame  yourself  You  have  laid  me 
under  infinite  obligation  to  you.  I  think  it  needed 
violent  measures  to  open  my  eyes  to  the  actual 
existing  state  of  things.  I  can't  talk  about  this 
matter  to  you  ;  but  perhaps  Miss  Cray st on  will 
allow  me  to  tell  her  what  grave  cause  I  have  for 
anxiety,  and  to  consult  her  as  to  a  possible 
remedy." 

"  I  am  sure  she  will :  "  replied  Bertie. 
"  What  are  the  boys  doing  at  that  fire  ? " 
"  Examining  the  condition  of  the  baked  apples 
and  potatoes.  They  began  with  six  of  each, 
which  have  been  reduced  by  tasting  to  two,  and 
I  believe  by  the  time  they  are  really  cooked, 
there  will  be  one  left  to  divide  between  us." 

**  Does  the  Metherell  boy  know  his  way  in 
this  wood  ? " 

"  Yes  ;  quite  well/' 

"  Then  he  shall  go  to  the  stables  with  a  mes- 
sage for  the  coachman.  I  will  order  a  carriage 
to  be  sent  to  a  gate  about  a  mile  from  here.  It 
will  be  better  for  you  to  ride  home,  and  may  save 
Miss  Crayston  some  anxiety." 
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"  Thank  you.     I  shall  be  glad  to  get  home." 

Mr.  Tredwen  took  out  a  card-case,  wrote  a 
message,  and  gave  instructions  to  Harry. 

"  Papa,  may  I  go  mth  Harry,  and  then  ride 
back  on  the  coach-box  ?  " 

"  I  think  not.     You  had  better  stay  here." 

"  I  don't  want  to  stay  :  "  whimpered  Paul.  "  I 
want  to  go  with  Harry.  It's  a  nasty  old  place  ; 
and  the  last  potato  was  a  bad  one." 

"  Won't  you  let  him  go '? "  asked  Bertie. 
"  Are  you  afraid  that  nurse  will  see  him  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  can  prevent  that : "  said  Mr.  Tredwen, 
adding  a  few  words  to  the  card. 

"  Teddy  will  be  less  difficult  to  manage  with- 
out his  brother ;  that  is,  if  he  wakes : "  said 
Bertie. 

''  Has  he  been  very  troublesome  ? " 

"  Not  very  ;  but  little  boys  are  sometimes  un- 
happy with  older  ones,  and  these  two  don^t  seem 
to  get  on  together." 

"Poor  children!"  sighed  Mr.  Tredwen;  and 
then  he  turned  to  Paul  and  said,  "  You  may  go  if 
you  like." 

"Come  on!"  exclaimed  Paul.  "Come  on, 
Harry." 

"  I  will  leave   the  basket  here,"  said  Bertie, 
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calling  to  Harry,   "  the  basket  and  all  the  other 
things." 

"You  can  leave  'em,"  said  Harry,  ''they'm 
safe  enough.  Nobody  won't  find  'em  in  Ded- 
man's  Wood." 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 


DEDMAN  S     WOOD. 


"  We  shall  have  nearly  an  hour  to  wait :  "  said 
Mr.  Tredwen,  looking  after  the  retreating  figure 
of  the  boys ;  ''  but  even  in  that  way  we  shall 
save  time,  for  they  will  race  together  through 
the  woods.  What  should  you  like  to  do  mean- 
time'?" 

"  Perhaps  we  had  better  let  Teddy  sleep  :"  re- 
plied Bertie.  "  He  is  a  fat  little  fellow,  and  soon 
gets  sleepy.     Is  he  strong  ?  " 

"I  am  sure  I  don't  know.  I  have  always 
considered  him  strong  ;  but  Upton  does  not  seem 
to  suit  him,  he  has  had  more  or  less  cold  and 
sore  throat  ever  since  we  have  been  here." 

*'Then  I  will  rouse  him:"  said  Bertie.  "It 
will  not  be  good  for  him  to  sleep  in  this  wood." 

Mr.  Tredwen  lifted  the  sleeping  child ;  and 
saying  that  he  would  carry  him,  walked  onwards, 
followed  by  Bertie. 
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*^  I  shall  take  you  a  little  out  of  the  way/'  he 
said,  "  to  show  you  a  very  fine  view  of  the  whole 
Minster  valley,  the  town  lying  under  the  shelter  of 
the  cliff,  and  the  blue  line  of  sea  on  the  horizon." 

''  That  must  be  the  view  Mr.  Philip  has  told 
me  of.  Don't  you  call  the  place  from  whence 
you  see  it  the  Bower  ? " 

"  Yes ;  it  is  a  favourite  resort  for  picnics.  I 
wonder  you  have  not  visited  it." 

"  I  have  been  at  Norlands  all  the  summer. 
There  were  only  two  picnics  before  I  left  Minster, 
and  each  time  they  were  on  the  shore." 

They  walked  on  in  silence.  Mr.  Tredwen 
carried  the  child,  who  was  between  waking  and 
sleeping,  and  very  cross.  Bertie  suggested  that 
they  should  go  direct  to  the  gate  at  the  entrance 
of  the  wood  ;  but  her  companion  said  that  now  he 
was  away  from  the  path  it  would  be  difficult  to 
find  the  way,  and  he  would  go  forward  to  the 
Bower,  from  whence  there  was  a  direct  road  to 
the  gate.  The  trees  grew  straight  and  tall, 
many  of  them  were  already  bare  of  leaf,  and  the 
grey  cold  sky  and  heavy  clouds  rested  like  a  roof 
upon  the  forest.  There  was  no  song  of  birds,  nor 
any  sound  of  life  or  movement.  Bertie  walked 
by  the  side  of  her  companion ;  and  the  child 
fretted  and  complained. 
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''  Give  him  to  me  :  "  she  said ;  "  perhaps  he  will 
be  happier  with  me." 

"  He  is  heavy  :  "  said  Mr.  Tredwen ;  '•'  I  cannot 
allow  you  to  carry  him.  Sit  up,  Teddy,  like  a 
man;  and  don't  cry." 

''See/'  said  Bertie,  "here  is  a  nice  apple  I 
have  saved  for  you.     Will  you  have  it  ? " 

The  child  took  it  and  began  to  rub  his  nose 
with  it. 

''  Put  him  down  for  a  little  time,"  Bertie  said, 
"and  let  him  move  about  and  get  thoroughly 
awake." 

"  I  think  that  will  be  a  good  plan,"  replied 
Mr.  Tredwen ;  "  for  the  fact  is,  I  have  been 
thinking  as  I  walked,  instead  of  looking  out  for 
landmarks,  and  I  am  not  quite  sure  where  we 
are.  If  you  will  wait  here  I  had  better  look 
about  me." 

"  You  won't  go  far  ?  "  said  Bertie,  as  the  child 
uttered  a  prolonged  howl  at  his  father's  disap- 
pearance. 

"  No  :  "  replied  Mr.  Tredwen,  returning ;  "  but  I 
have  missed  a  tree  which  used  to  guide  me  from 
the  Hollow  to  the  Bower,  and  I  am  sure  we  are 
in  the  wrong  direction." 

As  he  moved  forward,  Bertie  saw  him  snajj- 
ping  twigs  from  the  trees,  and  she  knew  that  he 
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was  taking  precautions  so  as  to  find  his  way 
back. 

"  We  are  lost  !  "  she  thought  to  herself,  with  a 
certain  feeling  of  elation  at  the  adventure,  "  lost 
in  Dedman's  Wood." 

If  it  had  not  been  for  the  tired  child  she 
would  have  enjoyed  an  adventure  in  the  wood  ; 
but  Teddy,  with  a  finger  that  pulled  down  one 
corner  of  his  mouth,  and  a  monotonous  dismal 
wail,  was  not  a  cheerful  companion.  He  refused 
to  stand  or  run  about,  or  eat  his  apple,  or  to  do 
anything  but  cry  for  his  nurse  and  his  supper ; 
and  Bertie  in  despair  sat  down,  took  him  in  her 
arms,  and  hushed  him  to  sleep.  As  she  sat  lean- 
ing against  a  tree  the  light  diminished,  the 
shadows  grew  dark  and  deep,  there  were  strange 
rustlings  among  the  dead  leaves,  and  a  snapping 
of  twigs. 

"  Is  it  you  ? "  she  said,  again  and  again, 
thinking  that  Mr.  Tredwen  had  returned.  But 
there  was  no  reply ;  only  a  startled  scampering 
away  of  little  feet. 

Bertie  was  not  afraid.  She  thought  of  the 
small  living  creatures,  mice,  weazels,  hedgehogs, 
even  snakes,  without  any  fear  of  them  and  their 
doings ;  but  she  would  have  liked  to  be  moving 
about,    and   not   chained    to  her  seat  with    the 
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heavy,  sleeping  cliild  in  her  arms.  There  was  a 
rustle  and  a  flutter,  and  then  from  the  hollow  of 
a  tree  which  was  near  her  gleamed  two  large 
round  eyes. 

"  The  owls  are  comino^  out : "  thoup^ht  Bertie  : 
*'  how  pleased  Lenny  would  be  to  see  the  bright 
eyes.  Wake  up,  Teddy,  wake  up,"  she  said, 
"  before  papa  comes  back ;  and  I  will  show  you 
the  wise  owl  watching  us ;  and  there  is  another 
one  peeping  over  his  shoulder." 

Teddy  did  not  reply,  but  he  struck  her  in  the 
face  as  she  kissed  him. 

"  They  really  are  disagreeable  children : " 
thought  Bertie.  "  ^^^J  did  I  have  anything  to 
do  with  them?"  And  she  resigned  herself  in 
acquiescence  to  Teddy's  will. 

The  darkness  increased,  and  Bertie  bethought 
her  that  her  voice  might  guide  Mr.  Tredwen  to 
them  ;  so  she  stood  up.  "  Yater,  ich  rufe  Dich  :  " 
she  sang;  and  the  grand  old  battle-song  pealed 
forth  among  the  trees.  At  length  footsteps  drew 
near. 

"  Is  it  you,  Mr.  Tredwen  1 " 

" Yes,"  he  replied ;  "and  is  it  you  standing 
under  the  trees  like  a  white  spirit  ?  Your  voice 
has  guided  me.  I  am  ashamed  to  tell  you  I  have 
lost  my  way ;  but  I  think  we  can  get  out  of  the 
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wood  now  without  much  difficulty.  Not  far 
from  here  we  come  upou  the  scent  of  the  forest- 
er's wood  fire ;  he  has  a  cottage  by  the  gate.  I 
can't  think  how  I  have  gone  so  far  astray ;  but 
at  any  rate  we  must  be  close  to  the  outskirts  of 
the  wood." 

He  took  the  child,  Bertie  assured  him  that 
she  was  not  tired,  and  they  walked  side  by  side 
through  the  dim  wood.     Mr.  Tredwen  was  silent. 

"  I  and  mine  bring  you  nothing  but  mis- 
fortune : "  he  had  said,  and  he  did  not  speak 
again. 

Bertie  was  sorry  for  him.  She  saw  by  his 
eager,  hasty  movements,  by  the  way  he  sprang 
forward  to  break  off  branches  that  impeded  her 
movements,  or  to  kick  stones  out  of  her  path, 
that  he  was  more  troubled  than  he  choose  to  say 
at  their  disaster. 

"  Shall  I  sing  ?  "  she  asked  ;  and  without  wait- 
ing for  a  reply  she  began,  "  Einsam  bin  ich  nicht 
alleine :  "  and  Mr.  Tredwen  walked  quietly  by 
her  side. 

"  Will  you  sing  it  again  ?  "  he  asked ;  and  she 
complied. 

*'  I  don't  know  why  I  have  sung  on  this  day :  " 
she  said. 

"  You  are  like  the  nightingales :  "  he  answered  ; 
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''your  joyous  summer-time  must  be  at  haad, 
although  we  mortals  in  the  darkness  and  the  cold 
do  not  recognise  it." 

**  It  is  my  happy  winter  that  is  at  hand  :  "  she 
replied  ;  "  and  see,  do  you  know  where  we  are  ?  " 

"  I  hope  we  are  near  the  forester's  gate." 

"We  are  close  to  Dedman's  Hollow.  There  is 
our  fire." 

]\Ir.  Tredw^en  stopped. 

"You  are  right:"  he  said.  "I  must  be  be- 
witched. T  thought  the  smoke  came  from  the 
forester's  fire,  and  have  brought  you  back 
again." 

"The  boys  made  up  the  fire,  and  it  is  burning 
beautifully.  Do  let  us  try  and  wake  Teddy  with 
some  hot  tea ! "  exclaimed  Bertie,  as  she  busied 
herself  with  the  basket.  "  We  can  give  the  poor 
little  man  his  supper." 

"  Can  you  give  yourself  some  tea  ? "  asked  Mr. 
Tredwen. 

"Yes;  and  you  also.  I  think  we  shall  both  be 
glad  to  have  it.  I  have  plenty  of  bread  and 
butter,  and  some  hard-boiled  eggs ;  but  don't 
w^ake  Teddy  until  everything  is  ready." 

"  I  won't  wake  him  at  all.  You  have  wTapped 
him  up  so  warmly  in  this  mysterious  garment 
that  he  can  take  no  harm.     I  will  try  no  further 


158  THE  LADY  RESIDENT.  [chap. 

experiments,  but  take  you  direct  to  the  Lodge 
when  we  have  had  a  cup  of  tea." 

"  Very  well,  then,  if  you  will  sit  down  and 
keep  Teddy  in  your  arms  it  will  be  ready  in  five 
minutes ;  our  kettle  is  on  the  fire." 

"  I  don't  like  you  to  wait  on  me : "  said  Mr. 
Tredwen. 

"  I  like  it  very  much  :  "  replied  Bertie.  "  I 
shall  throw  on  all  the  dried  wood  and  make  a 
blaze.  It  is  quite  gloomy  now,  and  these  dead 
branches  and  hollow  stumps  will  take  most 
fantastic  shapes.  If  you  please  you  shall  tell  me 
an  awful  ghost  story." 

"  No,  I  will  tell  you  nothing  of  the  kind ;  and 
I  should  like  you  to  sit  down  and  pour  out  the 
tea.  There  is  a  certain  unreality  about  this 
adventure,  and  a  suspicion  of  sorcery  in  the  way 
you  are  producing  food  out  of  that  basket,  which 
disturbs  me." 

"It  is  white  magic : "  said  Bertie,  laughing, 
"  you  need  not  be  frightened ;  it  is  only  the 
black  magic  that  hurts.  Here  is  your  tea,  and 
here  are  bread  and  butter,  and  cold,  hard-boiled 
eggs  ;  and  so  we  are  safely  down  to  the  common- 
place of  an  ordinary  meal." 

Teddy  began  to  turn  and  moan ;  he  sat  up, 
rubbed  his  eyes,  and  looked  about  him. 
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"  He  knows  we  are  eating :  "  laughed  Bertie, 
"  and  now  he  can  have  his  supper." 

Mr.  Tredwen,  occupied  with  the  child,  took 
nothing,  and  Bertie  remarked  it. 

'•'I  am  not  hungry  :  "  said  ^Ir.  Tredwen.  "  I 
cannot  eat." 

"  Don't  your  arms  ache  ? " 

"  They  are  stiflf." 

"  I  should  think  so  :  "  said  Bertie.  *'A  sleeping 
child  is  such  a  dead  weight ;  but  Teddy  will  be 
good  and  walk  when  he  has  had  his  supper." 

Teddy  made  no  reply  to  this  appeal.  He  was 
eating  in  a  slow,  sleepy  manner. 

"We  may  expect  a  relapse  into  slumber  at 
any  moment :  "  said  Mr.  Tredwen. 

"  We  may  :  "  replied  Bertie. 

"  Hark  !  There  is  some  one  whistling.  It  is 
Metherell.     He  is  coming  this  way." 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  the  coast-guardsman,  "  here 
you  be.  IVe  come  to  see  arter  'Arry.  My 
missis  she*m  a-beo^innin'  to  worrit." 

"  Harry's  all  right :  "  replied  Mr.  Tredwen.  "  I 
sent  him  to  the  stables  with  a  note,  and  he  will 
be  waiting  with  the  carriage  at  the  foresters 
gate.  I  have  lost  my  way,  Metherell,  and  have 
been  wandering  about  and  trying  to  find  it. 
Just  now  I  thought  we  were  close  to  the  lodge, 
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but  discovered  that  tlie  smoke  from  the  picnic 
fire  had  misled  me." 

"It's  a  gharstly  old  place  :  "  said  Metherell,  who 
had  but  one  form  of  words  in  which  to  describe 
Dedman's  Wood. 

"  I  wanted  to  go  to  the  Bower,"  explained 
Mr.  Tredwen,  "  and  lost  my  landmarks,  though 
I  was  here  not  a  month  ago." 

"They'm  always  a-cuttin'  and  hackin'  the 
trees,  and  a  lot  was  felled  about  the  Bower  last 
week ;  but  if  you  and  the  young  lady  is  ready, 
us  won't  lose  no  more  time.  You  give  me  the 
young  master,  sir ;  he  do  seem  that  sleepy  he 
can't  keep  his  eyes  abroad." 

"  I  am  quite  ready :  "  Bertie  said,  as  she  com- 
pleted the  arrangement  of  the  basket.  '^  We 
will  make  a  fresh  start,  Mr.  Tredwen ;  but  I 
shall  quite  expect  to  come  back  and  find  our- 
selves at  the  old  place." 

"Dedman's  Wood  is  a  gharstly  old  place  in 
winter  time,  and  in  the  dark :  "  was  Metherell's 
final  remark,  as  he  glanced  around  him. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIIL 

CLOUDY     WEATHER. 

When  Miss  Crayston  left  Bertie  on  the  cliff' 
she  returned  to  St.  Mary's,  where  she  found 
Lady  Mary  Ellice  and  Mrs.  Milner  awaiting  her. 

These  two  ladies,  with  whom  she  was  a  great 
favourite,  had  asked  permission  from  the  council 
to  make  the  rooms  of  the  Lady  Resident 
"  pretty  "  ;  and  having  obtained  it,  proceeded  to 
carry  out  their  own  views  at  their  own  expense. 

Thus  it  came  to  pass,  that  instead  of  bare 
walls  and  cocoa-cut  matting  the  Lady  Resident 
found  soft  warm  carpets  and  rugs,  pretty  water- 
colour  sketches  which  Lady  Mary  had  made  in 
Algiers,  Italy,  and  elsewhere ;  artistic  bits  of  old 
furniture,  a  writing-table  in  Bertie's  window,  a 
comfortable  chair  for  herself,  and,  best  of  all,  a 
minute  dining-room,  made  by  means  of  sacri- 
ficing a  large  cupboard  and  appropriating  part 
of  an  adjacent  passage.     Curtains,  flowers,  and  a 
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few  ornaments  completed  the  work  of  trans- 
formation. 

*'You  are  too  good  to  us : "  said  the  Lady- 
Resident,  as  the  ladies  advanced  and  welcomed 
her  with  a  kiss.  /'  Bertie  and  I  were  quite 
bewildered  last  night  at  the  sight  of  these 
pretty  rooms.  We  thought  there  was  some 
mistake,  and  that  we  were  not  intended  to 
occupy  them." 

"  There  has  been  a  mistake,"  replied  Lady 
Mary,  "but  we  have  tried  to  rectify  it;  and 
now  you  must  forget  our  apparent  want  of  con- 
sideration in  the  past,  and  let  us  try  to  atone 
for  it." 

"  Indeed  we  have  been  very  happy  and  most 
comfortable  in  these  rooms  :  "  exclaimed  the  Lady 
Resident.  "They  had  everything  that  was 
needful." 

"It  is  very  sweet  of  you  to  say  so : "  replied 
Mrs.  Milner.  "  Have  you  noticed  the  curtains  ? 
do  you  approve  of  them  ?  and  which  picture  does 
Bertie  like  the  best  ? " 

And  so  with  many  questions  they  passed  from 
one  object  to  another  until  Lady  Mary  said  : 

"  We  must  not  take  up  Miss  Crayston's  time. 
I  dare  say  she  has  work  to  do." 

"  I   have   some   papers   to   prepare   for   Mrs. 
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Armstrong,  and  documents  to  procure  for  two  or 
three  of  the  professors  who  are  coming  here  to 
look  over  them  before  the  council  meeting,  but 
there  is  plenty  of  time." 

"  I  had  hoped  that  we  should  see  Bertie  :  "  said 
Mrs.  Milner. 

"  She  left  me  at  Metherell's  cottage  and  pro- 
posed to  cross  the  ravine,  go  through  Dedman's 
Wood,  and  find  her  way  home  by  following  the 
stream  until  she  comes  to  the  lock  bridge." 

"  I  hope  she  will  not  go  far  into  Dedman's 
Wood: "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Milner.  "  It  is  impossible 
to  find  one's  w^ay  in  that  place  without  a  guide. 
It  is  a  wilderness  of  stunted  trees  without  road 
or  path,  and  it  extends  for  miles." 

"  You  need  not  be  alarmed : "  replied  Miss 
Crayston.  ''  Bertie  will  not  lose  herself.  She  is 
always  at  her  best  and  brightest  where  there  is 
a  difficulty." 

The  two  ladies  left  the  College,  and  the  Lady 
Resident  seated  herself  at  the  window.  She  w^as 
very  pale,  her  brow  was  slightly  contracted,  and 
her  eyes  had  a  fixed  and  anxious  expression. 
Some  pain  was  mingled  with  the  pleasure  of  the 
surprise  planned  for  her ;  indeed  after  a  few 
moments  the  pain  seemed  to  predominate. 

A  harsh  voice  roused  her  from  her  reverie, 
M  2 
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"  How  do  you  do,  Miss  Crayston  ? "  said  Miss 
]e  Mesurier,  advancing  to  the  table  and  putting 
down  an  alpaca  umbrella.  "  Pray  what  do  you 
think  of  these  rooms  ?  " 

"It  is  extremely  kind  of  the  council  to  have 
bestowed  so  much  thought  upon  me ;  most 
unexpected,  I  had  almost  said  undesired.  I  fear 
they  have  gone  to  considerable  expense." 

"  Yes : "  replied  Miss  Barbara,  who  did  not 
consider  it  worth  while  to  explain  what  she 
knew  that  Lady  Mary  and  Mrs.  Milner  would 
conceal ;  "  yes,  I  am  quite  sure  these  fantastic 
affairs  are  never  cheap  ;  and  I  don't  believe  any 
of  these  things  were  really  cheap,  though  we  have 
had  nothing  dinned  into  our  ears  for  the  last 
fortnight  but  bargains!' 

The  Lady  Eesident  looked  uneasily  at  her  arm- 
chair, and  heartily  wished  the  American  in  its 
old  place. 

"  However,"  continued  Miss  le  Mesurier,  in  a 
rasping  tone,  "  the  council  must  try  to  secure  the 
gratitude  of  every  one  employed  in  the  college. 
Everything  has  its  price,  and  of  course  we  must 
expect  to  pay  for  your  services  as  well  as  for 
other  things." 

Miss  Crayston  started  and  turned  away.  The 
speech  and  the  manner  in  which  it  was  delivered 
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made  it  alike  impossible  and  unnecessary  to 
answer.  And  thus  it  came  to  pass  that  ^liss  le 
Mesurier  was  disappointed.  Instead  of  eliciting 
a  stino^ingr  retort  she  had  reduced  the  Lady 
Resident  to  silence. 

After  a  pause  it  was  Miss  le  Mesurier  who  spoke. 

''Are  there  any  letters  ? "  she  asked. 

"  There  are  several  in  the  office." 

Miss  le  Mesurier  left  the  room  as  Gibson 
entered  with  a  note,  which  ran  as  follows  : 

"  I  am  in  the  wood  with  the  little  Tredwens 
and  Harry  Metherell.  You  must  not  expect  me 
home  until  you  see  me." 

Miss  Crayston  asked  who  had  brought  the 
note,  and  when  she  heard  that  Mrs.  Metherell 
had  left  it  on  her  way  to  Minster,  she  felt  no 
anxiety  on  Bertie's  account,  and  busied  herself 
with  preparations  for  the  council  meeting. 

The  council  consisted  of  fifteen  persons ;  eight 
orentlemen  and  seven  of  the  ten  members  of  the 
Ladies'  Committee. 

"  The  men  have  as  usual  secured  their  own 
preponderance : "  wrote  Miss  Kimberley  Finch 
in  one  of  her  early  letters ;  and  the  saying 
recurred  to  Miss  Crayston  when,  an  hour  before 
the  meeting,  Professor  Gold  worthy  Fynes 
entered  the  office. 
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"  Will  the  meeting  be  well  attended  ? "  he 
had  asked. 

*'  Yes  ;  all  the  ladies  will  be  present.  I  think 
they  will  form  a  majority." 

"  No,"  replied  the  Professor ;  "  that,  at  any 
rate,  we  need  not  fear.  As  soon  as  I  joined  the 
council  I  insisted  that  a  vote,  and  also  a  casting 
vote,  should  be  given  to  the  chairman.  Principal 
Ellice,  or  our  sex  is  sure  to  be  in  a  minority, 
and  that  is  what  I  cannot  submit  to." 

Miss  Crayston  did  not  reply. 

"  You  are  very  early  :  "  she  said  after  a  pause. 

"  My  colleagues  are  coming  to  meet  me : "  he 
replied ;  "  we  want  to  talk  things  over.  I  was 
deputed  to  make  certain  propositions  to  the 
ladies." 

The  two  friends,  Brownlow  and  Nicholl,  entered 
the  office  as  Miss  Crayston  was  leaving. 

"  Well :  "  exclaimed  Gold  worthy  Fynes,  ad- 
vancing to  meet  them. 

"I  have  failed  to  do  anything  with  Mrs. 
Armstrong." 

''  Just  what  I  expected :  "  replied  Mr.  Brownlow, 
smiling. 

"  I  asked  her,"  continued  Mr.  Fynes  a  little 
fiercely,  for  he  had  noticed  the  smile  and  resented 
the  suspicion  of  having  suffered  defeat,  "  I  asked 
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her  what  she  expected  with  regard  to  examin- 
ations, and  said  that  the  professors  were  pre- 
pared to  make  large  concessions  in  deference  to 
the  wishes  of  the  trustees ;  but  she  replied  that 
the  question  must  come  from  the  council,  as  she 
had  neither  authority  nor  desire  to  treat  privately 
of  a  matter  that  concerns  the  whole  institution." 

"  Just  what  I  expected  :  "  reiterated  Mr.  Brown- 
low.  "  I  told  you  it  was  a  mistake  to  make  any 
private  appeal." 

Fynes  gave  him  an  angry  glare  and  turned  to 
Professor  Nicholl. 

*'  It  is  to  be  hoped  that  we  shall  hear  no  more 
of  the  impossibility  of  co-operation  with  the 
professors :  "  said  that  gentleman. 

"Mrs.  Armstrong  has  put  herself  very  much  in 
the  wrong,"  resumed  Mr.  Fynes,  "  as  I  expected 
that  she  would  do." 

"  Her  position  is  of  very  little  consequence : " 
said  Brownlow.  "  But  if  Lady  Mary  and  Mrs. 
Milner  go  away  this  winter  we  shall  have 
trouble." 

"  How,  and  in  what  direction  ?  " 

''  With  the  trust  fund.     It  seems  to  have  been 
a  loan  to  the  college,  and  there  is  no  trust-deed 
forthcoming." 
*•'  So  much  the  better  :  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Nicholl. 
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"  That  must  be  in  our  favour  if  it  affects  our 
position  at  all." 

''  Not  all  in  our  favour.  Don't  you  see,"  said 
Goldworthy  Fynes,  turning  pale,  "  that  if  this  is 
the  case  we  are  entirely  at  the  mercy  of  women, 
a  state  of  things  in  which  we  cannot  possibly 
acquiesce.  It  is  a  point  that  must  be  cleared  up 
at  once." 

'*  There  is  also  the  question  of  the  lease  :  "  con- 
tinued Mr.  Brownlow.  "  No  one  knows  anything 
about  it.  We  have  always  assumed  that  Miss 
Ellen  Green  owns  the  lease  and  has  sublet  it  to 
the  college,  but  our  assumption  may  be  without 
foundation  ;  the  other  ladies  may  be  joined  with 
her  as  trustees." 

''  We  must  meet  the  difficulty  resolutely,  and 
at  once : "  said  Goldworthy  Fynes,  rising  and 
throwing  back  his  hair  ;  ''  we  must  lose  no  time 
in  ascertaining  our  position  and  our  rights. 
Don't  you  agree  with  me,  Nicholl  ? " 

"  In  a  general  way  I  am  rash  enough,"  replied 
the  Professor,  "but  in  this  case,  as  a  matter  of 
policy,  I  think  we  had  better  not  lay  too  much 
stress  on  any  question  connected  with  the  funds 
of  the  institution,  or  refer  to  it  otherwise  than 
incidentally." 

"  You  are  quite  right,"  said  Brownlow.     "  If 


XXVIII.]  CLOUDY  WEATHER.  169 

we  are  to  impress  the  neutral  part  of  the  com- 
mittee favourably  we  had  better  allow  the  ladies 
the  monopoly  of  everything  like  combative- 
ness." 

''  Impossible  :  "  exclaimed  Gold  worthy  Fynes. 
"  I  cannot  rest  until  we  have  ascertained  our 
rights,  and  the  nature  of  our  position." 

"  Let  the  trustees  define  them :  "  urged  Mr. 
Nicholl. 

There  was  an  impatient  gesture  from  the  Latin 
Professor,  and  Mr.  Nicholl  continued  with  a 
smile : 

"  That  is  a  course  which  requires  patience ;  and 
I  have  no  doubt  Fynes  would  rather  throw  away 
the  scabbard  and  taste  the  joy  of  battle." 

"  I  have  not  a  word  to  say  against  such  a 
policy  when  we  are  tired  of  the  struggle : "  said 
JVL*.  Brownlow  ;  ''but  that  time  has  not  come, 
and  just  now  I  think  our  object  is  to  play  such 
poor  cards  as  we  have  with  a  view  to  secure  the 
odd  trick." 

The  last  words  struck  the  ear  of  Professor 
"Walmsley  as  he  joined  his  colleagues. 

"  A  very  odd  trick  :  "  he  exclaimed. 

''  What  is  it  ?  "  was  the  enquiry. 

"Miss  le  Mesurier  has  written  to  warn  the 
Principal  not  to  incur  any  liabilities  on  behalf  of 
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the  college  on  the  strength  of  the  trust  fund 
whilst  there  is  an  uncertainty  about  it." 

''The  very  thing  we  were  talking  about:" 
interposed  Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  You  have  seen  Miss  le  Mesurier,  have  you 
not,  Walmsley  ?  "  asked  Goldworthy  Fynes.  "  I 
met  her  just  now,  and  she  said  she  had  had  a 
very  satisfactory  interview  with  you." 

Mr.  Walmsley  passed  both  hands  through  his 
red  hair.  ''Did  she?"  he  exclaimed.  "And 
pray  did  you  ask  her  meaning  ? " 

"  No,"  was  the  reply  in  a  frigid  tone ;  "it  was 
no  business  of  mine.  She  volunteered  a  good 
deal  of  information ;  but  I  never  ask  questions 
unless  I  have  a  right  to  demand  an  answer." 

There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
he  resumed  : 

"  Ten  days  ago  Miss  Ellen  Green  informed  me 
that  there  were  no  funds  at  the  disposal  of  the 
college.  I  concluded,  that  at  our  next  meeting 
we  should  probably  have  the  trust-deed  examined  ; 
but  I  urged  on  her  in  the  meanwhile  the  pro- 
priety of  communicating  with  the  council  with- 
out delay.  I  have  no  doubt  that  in  consequence 
of  my  protest  Miss  le  Mesurier  wrote  to  the 
Principal  and  sent  for  Walmsley." 

"  Yes  ;  she  sent  for  me  :  "  said  that  gentleman. 
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"  and  she  talked  for  half-an-hour  about  the  un- 
certainty of  the  trust  fund." 

"  I  hope  you  asked  what  she  meant  by  an 
uncertainty  ? " 

*'  I  did.  But  she  merely  replied  :  '  I  presume 
that  the  trustees  have  power  over  the  fund.' " 

"  And  this  is  a  satisfactory  intervieic !''  exclaimed 
Mr.  Nicholl.  "  I  really  think,  Fynes,  that  with- 
out indiscretion  you  might  have  asked  for  further 
information,  especially  as  it  seems  that  the  letter 
and  the  interview  were  both  suggested  by  you, 
and  that  you  know  more  on  this  subject  than  any 
one  else." 

Mr.  Fynes  threw  back  his  head  and  adjusted 
his  spectacles : 

"  I  suppose,"  he  said,  "  that  Miss  Ellen  Green 
spoke  to  me  before  speaking  to  the  council  in 
order  to  deprecate  any  unfavourable  opinion  I 
might  form  if  I  heard  of  the  matter  for  the  first 
time  at  the  meetino^.  x4s  this  imolied  that  she 
cared  to  ascertain  what  I  thought  about  it  I 
considered  myself  entitled  to  urge  that  the 
Principal  and  professors  ought  to  be  com- 
municated w4th.  If  I  had  heard  that  these 
ladies  were  advancinor  claims  with  reg:ard  to  the 
trust  fund  from  any  one  but  one  of  themselves  I 
should   not  have   thous^ht   of   alludincr  to   it   in 
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conversation  witli  Miss  Green,  because  she  might 
have  properly  said  to  me :  '  Mind  your  own 
business/  Similarly,  though  I  felt  considerable 
curiosity,  Walmsley,  as  to  your  satisfactory  inter- 
view with  Miss  le  Mesurier,  I  no  more  asked  her 
than  I  do  you  what  was  the  nature  of  it." 

Mr.  Nicholl  rose  and  walked  to  the  fireplace. 
"  I  suppose  we  ought  to  admire  your  discretion  :  " 
he  said,  and  once  again  there  was  silence  for  a 
few  minutes. 

It  was  broken  by  Mr.  Brownlow,  who  said  : 

"It  is  my  opinion  that  the  trustees  are  being 
urged  on  by  Miss  Kimberley  Finch.  Depend 
upon  it,  the  lease,  the  trust  deed  and  the 
fund  are  safe  enough.  They  hope  to  gain  con- 
cessions from  our  apprehensions ;  they  think 
that  if  they  can  convince  us  that  they  have 
absolute  power  over  the  funds  we  shall  give  way 
with  regard  to  the  examinations  and  the  Lady 
Resident.  My  advice  is,  that  we  do  nothing. 
What  do  you  say,  Nicholl  ? " 

"  I  don't  altogether  agree  with  you.  It  is  my 
impressioD  that  Miss  Kimberley  Finch  would  not 
have  gone  so  far  unless  she  had  known  the  college 
to  be  absolutely  in  the  power  of  the  trustees. 
We  must  look  to  some  fortunate  accident  to 
extricate  us  from  our  difficulties  ;  nevertheless, 
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I  think  with  you  that  at  present  we  can  do 
nothing." 

"  In  my  own  case,"  interposed  Gold  worthy 
Fynes,  "  I  should  not  lose  a  day  in  ascertaining 
my  rights." 

"  Suppose  we  j&nd  that  we  have  none  ! "  sug- 
gested Walmsley.  "  It  will  be  far  better,  as 
Brownlow  and  NichoU  say,  to  leave  the  initiative 
to  the  ladies." 

"  It  never  ought  to  be  left  to  them  :  "  exclaimed 
Fynes,  sharply,  and  the  other  men  smiled. 

"  Depend  on  it,  we  shall  do  well  to  commence 
this  session  as  if  no  chancre  in  our  relation  to  the 
trustees  had  taken  place  :  "  urged  Nicholl ;  and  the 
two  friends  coincided  with  him. 

Goldworthy  Fynes  was  never  patient  under 
opposition,  and  always  resented  the  setting  aside 
of  his  advice.  He  added  with  great  bitterness  as 
he  was  about  to  leave  the  room : 

"  I  believe  it  will  never  do  to  shuffle  through 
the  session  without  bringing  things  to  a  point  ; 
the  longer  we  go  on  in  this  way  the  more  we 
shall  be  involved  in  difficulties,  and  consequently 
at  the  mercy  of  the  trustees." 

"  If  that  fellow  ever  marries,"  said  Walmsley, 
as  the  door  closed,  "  I  shall  expect  to  hear 
that  he  hunts  his  intended  bride  all  through  the 
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town,  and  nearly  tramples  her  to  death  in  the 
gutter,  by  way  of  settling  the  question  of  the 
respective  attitude  of  the  sexes,  and  her  fitness  to 
become  the  object  of  rational  adoration.  I 
wonder  why  he  pays  so  many  visits  to  Miss  Ellen 
Green." 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 


DIVISION      OF     POWER. 


"  I  SHOULD  like  my  attec dance-book,  if  you 
please,  Miss  Crayston  :  "  said  Mr.  Walmsley. 

"  Before  the  meeting  ? "  asked  tlie  Lady  Re- 
sident in  some  surprise. 

"  If  you  please." 

"  Oh,  very  well ;  I  will  try  and  find  it." 

"  Allow  me  to  assist  you : "  and  the  professor 
went  to  her  side  as  she  turned  over  some  books 
in  a  table-drawer. 

"  I  need  not  trouble  you,  Mr.  Walmsley." 

"It  is  no  trouble." 

And  it  certainly  was  not  very  much  trouble 
merely  to  stand  by  the  side  of  the  Lady  Resident 
and  take  up  in  an  absent  way,  one  after  another, 
the  books  she  had  laid  aside. 

"  Have  you  had  a  pleasant  holiday  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Very  pleasant :  "  she  replied.  "  I  spent  three 
weeks  with  the  Ravenshaws  at  Norlands." 
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The  professor  sighed ;  and  Miss  Crayston,  who 
had  been  rather  alarmed  by  his  sighs  before  the 
holidays,  resumed  rather  hastily  : 

"  Miss  Eavenshaw  is  a  candidate  for  the  Fossey 
scholarship.  I  wonder  whether  she  has  any 
chance  of  obtaining  it  ? " 

''  A  very  good  one  :  "  replied  the  professor,  who 
was  diverted  from  his  intention  by  the  mention 
of  a  favourite  pupil.  ^'  I  should  say  probably  the 
best." 

There  was  another  sigh,  and  the  Lady  Resident 
resumed  with  some  haste  : 

"  I  am  told  that  Mr.  Otto  Yenning  has  written 
a  protest  against  girls  being  allowed  to  compete 
for  a  scholarship." 

"  On  what  ground  ?  " 

"  Injury  to  their  moral  nature,  and  the  inca- 
pacity of  women  for  intellectual  effort." 

"  Otto  Venning  is  a  man  of  genius,  undoubt- 
edly," said  the  professor,  "but  he  is  smothered 
in  petticoats." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ? "  asked  Miss  Crayston. 

"He  is  surrounded  by  invalid  women  who 
worship  him.  Such  a  man  always  has  a  low  idea 
of  woman's  intellect  and  a  high  one  of  her  moral 
nature." 

"  And  well  he  may : "  laughed  the  Lady  Re- 
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sident.  "  I  certainly  noticed  what  you  say  when 
he  was  staying  with  the  Principal  in  June.  He 
was  most  eloquent  on  the  injury  and  injustice  to 
women  inflicted  by  all  the  present  educational 
movements,  and  upon  the  impossibility  of  their 
ever  standing  on  an  equal  footing  with  men." 

"  What  is  the  general  efiect  of  such  language 
upon  girls  ? "  asked  the  professor,  drawing  a 
chair  and  seating  himself  at  the  table. 

"  Very  much/'  replied  the  Lady  Resident  : 
"  that  which  would  be  produced  upon  boys  who 
were  told  that  no  amount  of  tattoo  would  make 
them  real  original  Eed  Indians.  They  don't 
want  it.  I  find  that  the  girls  at  St.  Mary's  want 
to  learn  history  and  grammar.  They  have  no 
large  ulterior  views." 

"  Ulterior  views : "  repeated  the  professor. 
"Allow  me:"  and  he  took  from  her  hands  all 
the  attendance-books,  and  replaced  them  in  the 
drawer. 

"  I  have  not  given  you  your  own  book,  Mr. 
Walmsley." 

"  It  is  not  necessary.  I  shall  not  want  it  until 
Monday  ;  but  the  fact  is,  I  had  something  to  say 
to  you." 

"  Ah,  yes :  "  said  the  Lady  Resident,  driven  to 
her  wits'  end  ;  *'  and  I  am  most  anxious  to  hear  it. ' 

VOL.  II.  N 
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"  You  are  ! "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  sur- 
prise, and  with  a  shade  of  disappointment,  as  he 
rose  from  his  chair. 

"  Yes  :  "  she  replied,  turning  towards  him,  and 
with  just  a  tinge  of  insecurity  in  her  demeanour  ; 
"  I  am  most  anxious  to  know  if  you  think  the 
managing  ladies  intend  to  acquiesce  in  the  result 
or  non-result  of  the  late  disturbance  about  ex- 
aminations." 

The  professor  walked  to  the  fireplace  in  silence, 
and  Goldworthy  Fynes  entered  the  room. 

The  Lady  Resident  repeated  the  question. 

"  You  can  answer  that  question,  Fynes,  can 
you  not  ?  "  asked  his  colleague. 

"  I  cannot :  "  replied  Fynes  ;  "  and  we  shall  not 
be  much  wiser  after  the  meeting  than  before." 

"What  with  the  blank  nescience  of  one  of 
those  ladies,  and  the  inferential  incredulity  of 
another,  our  meetings  are  becoming  highly  amus- 
ing : "  said  Mr.  Walmsley,  as  he  stooped  to  take 
up  the  poker. 

"  Do  you  know,"  said  Miss  Crayston,  "  I  am 
sorry  for  Miss  Ellen  Green  ;  she  is  always  so  un- 
happy after  the  council  meetings ;  she  is  so  full 
of  scruples." 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Walmsley,  angrily,  "  she  is 
full  of  scruples,  but  she  pays  no  heed  to  them." 
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He  was  about  to  stir  the  fire,  but  finding  that 
there  was  none  in  the  grate  he  replaced  the  poker 
and  left  the  room. 

"  I  am  told,"  said  Goldworthy  Fynes,  address- 
ing the  Lady  Resident  in  very  grave  tones,  "  you 
have  formed  the  idea  that  I  despise  and  dislike 


women." 


"  I  have  never  said  such  a  thing :  "  she  replied 
with  some  surprise ;  "  and  I  really  do  not  know 
how  any  one  can  state  what  idea  I  have  formed 
about  your  opinions." 

"  If  I  know  anything  of  myself  I  am  not 
answerable  to  such  a  charge,"  continued  the 
professor,  "  which,  in  the  eyes  of  a  Positivist  is, 
of  all  others,  the  most  serious  that  can  be  made." 

"  But  I  make  no  charge  against  you  ! " 

"You  cannot,  I  am  sure,  have  formed  such  a 
conclusion  from  your  own  observation." 

"  Certainly  not :  "  said  the  Lady  Resident. 

"Am  I  wrong  in  supposing  that  it  is  an  im- 
pression left  by  the  lecture  I  gave  last  February, 
and  which,  as  I  hear,  very  much  ofi*ended  some 
of  the  ladies  present  ?  " 

"  But  I  was  not  one  of  those  ladies,  and  I  have 
formed  no  such  impression." 

'•'Of  course,"  continued  the  professor,  "we  aU 
of  us,  every  week  of  our  lives,  suffer  more  or  less 

n2 
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from  misrepresentations  we  never  hear  of;  and 
it  is  only  this  morning  I  chanced  to  learn  that  I 
lie  under  an  imputation  of  so  grave  a  nature." 

"  Many  months  have  elapsed  since  you  gave 
that  lecture  :  "  said  the  Lady  Eesident ;  "  and 
during  that  time  every  lady  must  have  had  an 
opportunity  of  seeing  that,  whatever  theory  you 
may  hold,  your  conduct  to  women  shows  very 
high  consideration  and  respect." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so ;  and  I  hope 
you  will  allow  me  to  send  you  a  little  abridge- 
ment of  a  work  of  Comte's,  which  has  recently 
been  published.  There  is  a  chapter  on  woman 
whiph  I  should  particularly  like  you  to  read." 

"  Thank  you." 

"  I  shall  not  have  time  to  fetch  it  now,  as  I  see 
Miss  le  Mesurier  coming  up  the  hill.  She  has  a 
large  blue  book  in  her  hand." 

"  I  suppose  the  meeting  to-day  will  be  import- 
ant." 

"  I  think  it  will.  I  intend  to  try  and  provide 
some  remedy  for  the  general  preponderance  of 
ladies." 

Miss  Crayston  bent  over  the  open  book-drawer, 
and  Professor  Fynes  eyed  her  keenly,  for  he 
almost  thought  he  detected  a  smile. 

"  I  shall  hope  to  resume  my  conversation  as  to 
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the  Positivist  idea  of  woman  on  another  occasion  •/' 
he  said.     ''I  see  it  is  now  three  o'clock." 

"Yes,"  replied  the  Lady  Eesident ;  ''and  I 
believe  the  council  has  assembled." 

Miss  le  Mesurier  whispered  to  Mrs.  Armstrong 
as  the  professor  entered  the  council-chamber.  The 
members,  several  of  whom  had  not  met  for  some 
months,  were  interchanging  enquiries  as  to  the 
past  summer  tours  and  the  future  winter  plans. 

The  Principal  took  the  chair ;  the  business  of 
the  council  began ;  the  arrangements  for  the 
ensuing  session  were  approved  of  and  adopted 
unanimously.  Mrs.  Armstrong  incidentally  re- 
marked, that  the  question  of  examinations  w^ould 
come  on  later,  and  Lady  Mary  added  that  there 
would  be  plenty  of  time  before  the  ensuing 
summer,  and  that  the  last  reports  were  very 
gratifying.  Miss  le  Mesurier  looked  as  if  she  was 
about  to  contradict,  when  the  chairman,  Principal 
Ellice,  asked  for  the  list  of  candidates  competing 
for  the  scholarship  offered  by  Sir  Bartle  Fossey, 
a  county  magnate,  w^ho  was  a  member  of  the 
council. 

The  list  was  produced  and  read  over  by  Mrs. 
Armstrong. 

A  few  questions  were  asked  as  to  some  of  the 
candidates,  and  in  answer  to  an  enquiry  from  the 
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chair  it  was  stated  that  the  subjects  for  examin- 
ation were  mathematics,  Latin,  and  the  English 
language.  Cordial  thanks  from  the  council  were 
voted  to  Sir  Bartle  for  the  encouragement  offered 
by  him  to  the  students  in  St.  Mary's,  and  the 
list  received  the  approval  of  the  council. 

"  One  moment,  if  you  please  :  "  said  Mr.  Walm- 
sley.  ''  It  occurs  to  me  that  I  did  not  hear  the 
name  of  Miss  Ravenshaw." 

Mrs.  Armstrong  referred  to  the  list. 

"  It  is  not  here :  "  she  said. 

"Who  received  the  applications  of  the  candi- 
dates ? " 

"  I  did  :  "  replied  Mrs.  Armstrong. 

'*  If  the  name  is  not  on  the  list  it  is  because 
Miss  Ravenshaw  is  not  a  candidate  :  "  said  Miss  le 
Mesurier,  sharply.  "We  can  proceed  to  other 
business." 

Principal  EUice  looked  at  her  benignly,  but 
did  not  proceed  to  other  business. 

"  There  is  some  mistake : "  continued  Mr. 
Brownlow.  "Miss  Ravenshaw  is  certainly  a 
candidate.  My  wife  spoke  to  her  on  the  subject 
this  morning." 

"  If  there  is  a  mistake  it  can  easily  be  recti- 
fied," said  Lady  Mary,  "  we  can  add  the  name  at 
any  time." 
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"  I  think  not : "  Miss  le  Mesurier  said,  with 
great  decision  ;  "  this  is  the  last  day  on  which 
names  can  be  received.  The  Ladies'  Committee 
stipulated  that  all  candidates  should  be  approved 
of  by  the  council." 

''  A  very  unusual  course  :  "  said  the  chairman  ; 
''but  since  it  has  been  adopted  we  must  be 
careful  to  make  no  omissions." 

''  I  have  heard  nothing  from  Miss  Ravenshaw  :  " 
said  Mrs.  Armstrong. 

*'  I  am  quite  sure,"  interposed  Mrs.  Milner, 
''  that  when  I  was  here  this  morning  I  saw  a 
note  for  Mrs.  Armstrong  on  the  table  ;  and  I  am 
equally  sure  that  it  was  in  Miss  Ravenshaw's 
writing.     Have  you  received  a  note  from  her  '{ " 

"  I  have  heard  nothing  at  all  of  her  proposed 
candidature  :  "  said  Mrs.  Armstrong. 

"  She  has  probably  changed  her  mind  :  "  said 
Mr.  Fynes,  coldly.  "  It  is  not  an  unusual  course 
for  a  lady  to  take." 

'*  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it :  "  came  from  Miss 
le  Mesurier  in  such  harsh  tones  that  Lady  Mary 
started.  "  There  are  so  many  unpleasant  reports 
about  Miss  Ravenshaw  that  it  would  not  be  at 
all  gratifying  to  see  her  elected  as  a  representa- 
tive student  of  St.  Mary's." 

This  was  a  very  injudicious  speech,  and  was 
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warmly  protested  against  by  many  present.  But 
Miss  le  Mesurier  refused  either  to  withdraw  or 
explain  it.  Mrs.  Armstrong  and  Miss  Ellen 
Green  had  been  whispering  together,  and  Miss 
Ellen  Green  announced  : 

"  I  believe  I  am  justified  in  saying  that  Miss 
Ravenshaw  will  not  resume  her  studies  at  St. 
Mary's  this  session ;  and  no  doubt  that  is  the 
reason  she  has  not  sent  in  her  name.  We  really 
need  not  occupy  the  time  of  the  •  council  with 
such  an  unimportant  matter." 

The  professors,  however,  were  not  to  be 
silenced : 

"  Miss  Ravenshaw  has  been  preparing  for  these 
examinations  throughout  the  summer :  "  said  Mr. 
Walmsley.  "  She  is  now  in  the  College,  and  I 
shall  not  feel  satisfied  without  some  explanation 
as  to  the  reason  of  her  withdrawal,  especially 
after  what  Mrs.  Milner  tells  us  about  the  note 
which  she  saw  on  this  table.  Miss  Crayston  is  in 
the  house  also,  and  I  propose  that  we  ask  for  an 
explanation." 

"  Really,  gentlemen,  you  take  up  our  time 
unnecessarily  :  "  snarled  Miss  le  Mesurier. 

But  the  chairman  said  the  suggestion  was  a 
good  one,  and  asked  the  secretary  to  carry  it  out. 

"  Stop  a  moment :  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Armstrong. 


XXIX.]  DIVISION  OF  POWER.  185 

"  Let  me  look  through  my  papers  once  again ; " 
and  she  commenced  a  hurried  search  in  the  bag, 
and  finally  turned  out  the  contents  upon  the 
table. 

"  That :  "  said  Mr.  Walmsley,  putting  his  fingers 
upon  an  envelope,   "that   is  Miss  Ravenshaw's 


wntmg. 


"  It  is  unopened,"  stammered  Mrs.  Armstrong, 
angrily,  "  and  I  am  not  familiar  with  Miss 
Ravenshaw's  writing.  If  it  is  an  application  it 
ought  to  have  been  sent  to  my  house  before  noon 
to-day,  and  addressed  Honorary  Secretary.  The 
printed  regulations  have  been  out  long  enough 
to  inform  every  one  of  the  steps  to  be  taken  by 
candidates." 

"  There  are  ten  or  a  dozen  unopened  letters  :  " 
said  Miss  Ellen  Green,  coming  to  the  rescue  of 
her  friend,  who  was  red  and  tremulous.  "  This 
note  was  left  on  the  office  table,  with  tradesmen's 
bills  and  circulars,  none  of  which  have  yet  been 
examined." 

"  Perhaps  it  wiU  be  as  well  to  look  them  all 
over  :  "  suggested  the  Principal ;  and  Mrs.  Arm- 
strong, hastily  tearing  open  the  note  in  question, 
passed  it  to  him. 

"  It  is  from  Miss  Ravenshaw  :  "  he  announced ; 
"  we  will  add  her  name  to  the  list." 
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"  Excuse  me  :  "  interposed  Miss  Ellen  Green, 
"  but  that  list  has  been  already  confirmed.  Of 
course  I  do  not  wish  to  throw  any  difficulties  in 
the  way  of  Miss  Ravenshaw,  but  I  think,  in  my 
position,  filling  as  I  do  the  chair  in  our  Ladies' 
Committee,  that  my  friend  Miss  Kimberley  Finch 
would  advise  me  not  to  re-open  a  question  which 
has  been  decided  by  vote." 

"  It  can't  be  done  : "  stated  Miss  le  Mesurier, 
with  great  decision.  ''  I  have  taken  legal  advice 
on  the  subject." 

*'  We  are  about  to  rectify  a  mistake : "  said  the 
chairman,  coldly,  but  with  courtesy ;  and  he  drew 
the  list  of  names  of  candidates  towards  him  and 
added  that  of  Bertie  Ravenshaw. 

After  a  few  moments  of  somewhat  embarrassed 
silence  the  meeting  broke  up. 

A  few  of  the  professors  remained  together,  and 
Mr.  Nicholl,  throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
stretched  his  arms  above  his  head  : 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this !  "  he  ex- 
claimed. 

''  Have  you  not  heard,"  asked  Eynes,  "  that 
Miss  Ravenshaw  has  refused  le  Mesurier  ? " 

'*  Of  course  I  have.  He  tells  every  one  ;  but  T 
think  his  sister  would  have  been  much  more  angry 
if  Miss  Ravenshaw  had  accepted  him." 
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There  was  a  oreneral  smile,  and  Fvnes  con- 
tinned  : 

"  I  really  don't  see  why  we  should  take  up  the 
cudo'els  on  behalf  of  Miss  Eavenshaw.     We  have 

o 

enough  on  our  hands  without  that,  and  it  is  not 
worth  while  to  embitter  our  relation  towards  the 
manao^ino^  ladies." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  embittering  our  rela- 
tions ?  "  asked  Professor  Bro^\'nlow. 

''  Well,  I  take  it,  that  for  some  reason  these 
ladies  do  not  wish  Miss  Eavenshaw  to  compete 
for  the  scholarship.  They  may  have  a  very  good 
reason ;  and  it  may  be  better  for  us  to  make  no 
enquiry  with  regard  to  it." 

"  We  can  have  nothing  to  do  with  an  act  of 
injustice  : "  exclaimed  Mr.  NichoU,  warmly. 

"  I  do  not  call  it  injustice.  I  call  it  good 
policy." 

'^  Then  I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  say  so." 

"It  is  quite  possible,"  interposed  Walmsley, 
"  that  no  excuse  is  needed.  The  letter  may  have 
been  overlooked.  The  explanation  was  natural 
and  good.  There  were,  as  Mrs.  Armstrong  pointed 
out,  a  considerable  number  of  unopened  letters, 
and  if  there  had  been  a  less  easier  defence  I  myself 
should  have  had  no  suspicion  of  the  honesty  of 
these  ladies." 
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"  We  really  have  nothing  to  do  with  their 
honesty :  "  replied  Pynes.  ''It  is  too  hard  work 
to  be  honest  one's  self  to  have  time  to  look  after 
the  honesty  of  other  people.  For  my  own  part  I 
simply  profess  a  slightly  suspicious  ignorance  of 
the  principles  of  these  ladies;  but  I  don't  see 
why  that  need  affect  my  conduct  towards  them 
any  more  than  it  does  towards  the  majority  of 
the  persons  I  know,  and  with  regard  to  whom 
I  entertain  the  same  feeling." 

"  We  have  shelved  the  examination  question  :  " 
said  the  professor  of  mathematics,  by  way  of 
changing  the  conversation.  "  At  any  rate  there  is 
one  welcome  reprieve,  and  one  difficult}^  the  less." 

"  I  was  a  little  afraid  of  the  enthusiasm  of 
some  of  our  friends,"  confessed  Mr.  Nicholl, 
"  weren't  you,  Fynes  ?  " 

"  Councils  never  are  enthusiastic  about  systems, 
nor  is  it  desirable  they  should  be : "  replied  the 
person  addressed. 

"  Individual  members  of  them  sometimes  are 
enthusiastic,  as  you  must  confess." 

"  And  great  nuisances  they  are : "  replied  Fynes, 
as  the  professors  were  about  to  separate.  "  For 
it  is  contrary  to  all  probability  that  their  views 
will  coincide  with  the  views  of  persons  actually 
engaged  in  the  work  of  teaching." 
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"  That  mail  has  the  habit  of  savinor  the  riorht 
thing  ill  such  an  offensive  manner  that  it  is 
almost  impossible  not  to  contradict  him :  "  ex- 
claimed Mr.  NichoU,  as  he  and  his  friend  Brown- 
low  walked  home  tos^ether. 

"  I  don't  know  that  he  says  the  right  thing  in 
a  worse  manner  than  he  says  the  wrong." 

"  Perhaps  not :  "  was  the  laughing  rejoinder. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 


FEIENDS   AND    ENEMIES. 


The  managing  ladies  returned  to  Miss  Ellen 
Green's  together,  and  partook  of  afternoon  tea  in 
silence. 

A  fire  burned  brightly  upon  the  hearth  ;  there 
were  flowers  in  the  room ;  the  squirrel  worked 
his  little  cage  in  great  excitement  at  the  sight  of 
his  mistress  and  the  sweet  cake  on  the  table,  but 
no  one  noticed  him. 

"  No  sugar :  "  exclaimed  Miss  le  Mesurier  in  a 
warning  tone,  as  Miss  Ellen  Green  stretched  out 
her  hand  to  take  the  sugar-tongs. 

Whereupon  Miss  Ellen  Green  withdrew  her 
hand  and  began  to  cry. 

"You  may  well  cry  :  "  exclaimed  Miss  le  Mesu- 
rier, tartly.  "To  think  that  we  sit  at  that 
council  table  with  ten  people  who  have  not 
contributed  a  shilling  toward  the  fund !  They 
use  our  house,  and  vote  away  our  money,  and 
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won  t  allow  us  a  voice  in  anything.  I  tell  you 
plainly  I'll  not  put  up  with  it.  1  will  not ;  and 
there  is  the  long  and  the  short  of  the  matter." 

"  But,  Barbara  :  "  sobbed  Miss  Ellen, ''  what  are 
we  to  do  \  " 

"  Get  rid  of  that  woman  and  the  girl :  "  fiercely 
rejoined  the  lady  addressed  ;  "  they  have  done 
more  to  undermine  our  influence  than  anything 
else.  We  have  seen  for  a  long  time  that  every 
man  was  up  in  arms  when  anything  was  brought 
forward  that  afi'ected  the  Lady  Eesident,  and 
now  we  are  to  experience  the  same  treatment 
with  regard  to  Miss  Kavenshaw." 

"  I  have  grave  doubts,"  said  Mrs.  Armstrong, 
*'  whether  we  really  ought  to  allow  Miss  Eaven- 
shaw  to  compete  for  the  scholarship.  The  whole 
family  story  w-ill  come  out,  and  if  it  does,  the 
Winstanleys  will  assuredly  recall  their  promise 
to  send  the  three  girls  to  Miss  Flint  after 
Christmas." 

"  Of  course  they  will :  "  assented  Miss  Ellen, 
tearfully. 

"We  must  have  the  advice  of  Miss  Kimberley 
Finch  :  "  announced  Miss  Barbara  with  firmness  ; 
"it  is  she  who  has  made  this  discovery  with 
regard  to  the  Ravenshaw  family  history.  She  is 
a  woman  of  the  w^orld,  and  knows  how^  such  a 
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thing  will  be  looked  on.  We  had  better  apply- 
to  her  and  be  guided  by  her  advice." 

The  two  friends  assented  willingly  to  this 
proposal,  since  it  relieved  them  of  the  responsi- 
bility of  decision  in  a  matter  of  some  difficulty. 

"  There  are  only  seven  girls  in  the  boarding- 
house,  and  no  fresh  applications,  except  from 
our  friends,  the  Winstanleys  :  "  resumed  Miss 
Barbara. 

"  I  am  told,"  said  Miss  Ellen  Green,  with  a 
sob  in  her  voice,  "  that  the  Lady  Resident  has 
refused  thirty-nine  offers." 

"  Of  marriage  !  "  exclaimed  the  two  auditors. 

"  No,  of  boarders  ;  and  I  don't  hear  that  any 
of  them  were  recommended  to  go  to  Miss  Flint." 

'^Disgraceful!" 

"  Do  you  think,"  continued  Miss  Ellen,  wiping 
her  eyes,  "  that  anything  connected  with  poor 
Nora  Stewart  can  have  become  known  ? " 

"It  is  impossible  to  say.  I  believe  Miss 
Eavenshaw  to  be  capable  of  anything." 

"  Unhappy  girl ! "  said  Miss  Barbara,  sen- 
tentiously.  "  Philip  has  indeed  had  a  narrow 
escape." 

"Miss  Kimberley  Finch  did  all  she  could  to 
induce  the  Ravenshaws  to  place  her  under  proper 
control.     Of  course  she  knew  nothing  of  Mrs. 
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Ravensbaw  when  she  went  to  call,  but  she  says 
that  she  had  her  suspicions  from  the  very  first." 

"Dear,  dear  :  "  sighed  Miss  Ellen. 

A  letter  to  Miss  Kimberley  Finch  was 
written,  and  the  ladies  resolved  to  take  no 
further  step  without  her  advice. 

"  There  is  one  point  gained  :  "  said  Mrs.  Arm- 
strong :  *'  Lady  Mary  resigns  her  seat  at  the 
council,  and  we  shall  no  longer  have  two  persons 
voting,  with  only  one  opinion  between  them." 

"  Diso^raceful !  "  exclaimed  Miss  Barbara.  "I 
often  wonder  how  a  woman  with  as  much  will 
and  character  as  Lady  Mary  shows  in  most 
things  can  be  guilty  of  such  mean  subservience." 

"  But  perhaps  she  really  agrees  with  the 
Principal :  "  suggested  Miss  Ellen  Green. 

"  Nonsense  I  They  have  been  married  this 
twenty  years  :  "  replied  Mrs.  Armstrong. 

"  Miss  Kimberley  Finch  approves  of  man  and 
wife  sittincf  toorether  at  a  committee.  She 
thinks  it  will  eventually  tend  to  promote  the 
independence  of  woman,  and  to  free  her  from  the 
galling  yoke  of  custom." 

"  I  don't  believe  it.  They'll  stand  by  each 
(jther  in  public  whatever  they  may  do  in  private. 
The  man  will  always  make  his  wife  vote  against 
her  conscience  and  the  general  good." 

VOL.  IT.  0 
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"  Lady  Mary  is  still  a  member  of  the  Ladies' 
Committee  :  "  announced  Mrs.  Armstrong. 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  it.  Miss  Kimberley 
Finch  considers  her  an  obstructive." 

"  T  wonder  who  will  replace  her  on  the 
council  ? " 

"  My  brother  says  it  will  be  Oliver  Tredwen :  " 
replied  Miss  Barbara ;  "  and  so  long  as  it  isn't 
Philip  himself  we  have  cause  to  be  grateful." 

''  Why  ? " 

"  Don't  you  know  ? "  said  Miss  Barbara, 
tremulous  with  anger.  "  He  is  now  at  the  feet 
of  the  Lady  Resident." 

The  three  friends  rose  and  separated  in 
silence. 

Meanwhile  the  Fossey  exhibition  was  the  one 
topic  of  conversation  throughout  Minster.  Otto 
Vennino^'s  letter  was  printed  in  the  local  Uni- 
versity Gazette,  and  was  warmly  defended  and 
eagerly  attacked.  There  was  as  much  discussion 
with  regard  to  the  female  intellect  as  if  it  had 
been  a  new  discovery  ;  and  argument  waxed  as 
fierce  over  it  as  if  it  had  been  a  religious  tenet. 
The  evil  result  of  rewards,  attached  to  the  intel- 
lectual efforts  of  women,  was  demonstrated  in  the 
clearest  manner ;  whilst  on  the  other  hand  the 
advantage  to  girls  of  having  their  studies  brought 
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out  into  broad  daylight,  and  subjected  to  ratioual 
tests,  was  proved  beyond  a  doubt. 

Had  Sir  Bartle  done  a  good  thing  or  an  evil  ? 
This  was  the  question  that  agitated  the  thinkers 
in  Minster  ;  but  "  Who  stands  the  best  chance  ? " 
was  the  question  that  excited  the  warmest  in- 
terest. 

The  Lady  Resident  was  applied  to  for  in- 
formation with  regard  to  the  several  candidates. 
She  maintained  a  discreet  silence. 

The  professors  refused  to  answer  any  inquiries 
on  the  subject,  and  no  one  was  bold  enough  to 
apply  to  Miss  Flint.  Lily  Carter  was  a  candidate, 
but  she  had  left  St.  Mary's  House  and  was 
boarding  with  ^L:s.  Early,  wife  of  an  evangelical 
curate  in  the  tovra. 

This  step  had  been  warmly  protested  against 
by  Miss  Flint  and  the  managing  ladies,  but  the 
Carters  were  firm.  They  made  no  complaint, 
said  the}^  had  none  to  make,  but  they  thought 
the  walk  from  Mrs.  Early's  to  the  college  would 
be  good  for  Lily,  and  they  had  made  up  their 
miuds. 

The  ladies  were  compelled  to  recognise  the 
finality  of  this  process,  both  with  regard  to  the 
Carters  and  several  other  parents. 

"  I   don't  think  the  food  is  quite  all  that  it 
0  2 
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iiiight  be  :  "  sighed  Miss  Ellen  ;  '*  and  I  should 
ii^ver  be  happy  again  if  I  thought  our  poor  Nora 
had  suffered  in  consequence." 

'*  You  know  it  was  nothing  of  the  kind  :  "  Mrs. 
Armstrong  angrily  interrupted  ;  "but  I  often 
wonder  if  Miss  Crayston  could  be  capable  of  such 
a  breach  of  confidence  as  to — to — " 

"  She  is  capable  of  anything : "  urged  Miss 
Barbara ;  "  but  on  that  point  she  has  certainly 
been  silent,  or  it  would  have  been  all  over 
Minster." 

The  three  ladies  were  walking  together  on 
their  way  to  the  college  when  this  conversation 
took  place,  and  had  been  talking  over  the  various 
candidates  and  their  respective  chances.  Mrs. 
Armstrong  and  Miss  Ellen  Green  were  obviously 
uncomfortable  as  they  entered  the  office ;  and 
Miss  Crayston  noticed  their  troubled  aspect  as 
Miss  le  Mesurier  asked  that  Miss  Ravenshaw 
might  be  requested  to  join  them  in  the  ladies' 
waiting-room. 

Bertie  advanced  with  so  bright  a  face  to  greet 
the  three  ladies  that  Miss  Ellen  Green  was 
touched  with  compunction,  and  shook  her  head 
sorrowfully  as  she  ejaculated:  "  Oh  dear,  dear  !  " 

But  the  two  friends  looked  sternly  at  her,  and 
Mrs.  Armstrong,  asking  Bertie  to  be  seated  at  a 
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small  table,  took  a  packet  of  papers  from  her  bag 
and  laid  them  before  her. 

The  interview  lasted  more  than  an  hour.  At 
the  expiration  of  that  time  the  three  ladies  passed 
through  the  office,  and  the  Lady  Resident  noticed 
that  Miss  Ellen  Green  was  unusually  pale,  and  the 
other  ladies  uncommonly  red.  She  expected  Bertie 
to  follow,  and  looked  up  every  time  the  door 
opened.  When  half-an-hour  had  elapsed,  and  no 
Bertie  appeared,  she  rose  to  seek  her. 

Entering  the  small  room  she  found  the  young 
girl  kneeling  at  the  table  with  her  head  buried  in 
her  arms. 

"  Bertie  !  "  exclaimed  the  Lady  Resident. 

Bertie  lifted  a  face  blanched  by  emotion,  a 
tearless  face  with  lines  of  sufferinsc  about  the 
mouth  and  brow.  She  did  not  speak ;  and  Miss 
Crayston  in  much  alarm  said  : 

"  What  has  happened  ? " 

'*  Don't  ask  me.  Please  don't  ever  ask  me.  I 
can't  tell  you  ! " 

"  But,  dear  child,  you  are  ill,  you  are  suffering. 
Can't  you  let  me  share  your  sorrow,  whatever  it 

IS  ? 

''  Please  don't  ask  me :  "  replied  Bertie,  with 
trembliug  lips.  "  They  have  broken  my  heart. 
It  would  kill  me  to  speak." 
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She  started  to  her  feet  with  sudden  energy. 

''  Don't  look  so  unhappy  :  "  she  exclaimed.  "  I 
can't  tell  you  ;  indeed  I  can't.  To-morrow  or 
the  next  day,  perhaps,  you  will  help  me  ;  but  not 
to-day.  I  dare  not  repeat  what  they  have  said. 
It  is  impious  even  to  remember  it." 

"  But,  my  dear  Bertie,  I  can't  see  you  like 
this " 

"  Don't,  pray  don't :  "  interrupted  Bertie.  "  I 
shall  die  if  I  have  to  speak." 

She  started  up,  left  the  room,  and  Miss  Crayston 
followed  her  sadly  and  in  silence.  Por  two  days 
Bertie  went  about  her  duties  as  usual,  attended 
the  classes,  was  present  at  a  meeting  held  in  the 
hall,  and  accompanied  Miss  Crayston  in  her 
walks.  On  the  third  morning  at  professor 
Brownlow's  class  she  suddenly  slipped  from  her 
chair  and  fell,  fainting,  to  the  floor. 

Great  was  the  consternation  in  the  class.  The 
girls  gathered  round  their  companion ;  and  the 
professor  ran  down-stairs  to  fetch  his  wife,  who 
had  accompanied  him,  and  to  ask  Miss  Crayston 
to  come. 

When  they  entered  the  class-room  a  group  of 
girls  stood  silent  and  alarmed,  whilst  Lily  Carter 
knelt  by  Bertie's  side,  chafed  her  hands  and 
sprinkled    water    on     her     face.       She    moved 
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uneasily,  and  Miss  Crayston  raised  her  in  her 
arms. 

"  Father,  father  :  "  she  said,  in  a  half-articulate 
whisper,  "  father,  is  it  true  ;  is  it  true,  father  ?  " 

Mrs.  Brownlo^Y,  who  was  kneeling  by  her  side, 
took  her  hands  and  said  : 

"  See,  Bertie,  you  are  in  the  class-room,  and 
you  are  better  now." 

Bertie  looked  at  her  : 

"  Yes,"  she  said ;  "  I  am  better."  And  with 
a  sigh  she  rose,  and  taking  Miss  Crayston's  arm, 
she  left  the  room. 

Later  in  the  day  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brownlow  were 
sitting  together  in  his  study. 

"  Bertie's  illness,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  "  has 
created  quite  a  sensation ;  every  one  is  talking 
about  it.  It  is  most  unfortunate  that  it  should 
have  taken  place  just  the  day  before  the  examin- 
ations." 

"  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Walmsley  ?  "  asked  Mrs. 
Brownlow. 

''  Yes  ;  he  is  quite  cut  up  about  it.  He  says  he 
never  had  such  a  pupil.  She  would  have  been  sure 
to  take  the  Fossey  Exhibition,  and  in  a  manner 
to  do  honour  to  St.  Mary's." 

"  Perhaps  she  will  be  better  to-morrow  :  "  sug- 
gested Mrs.  Brownlow. 
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"No,  no;  impossible.  It  is  a  regular  break 
down.  Every  one  has  seen  it  coming  on  for 
some  days  past.  The  fact  is,  women  are  splendid 
at  a  spurt,  but  they  have  no  staying  power,  and 
inevitably  come  to  grief  under  prolonged  and 
steady  work." 

"  Now,  Jack,  I  am  ready  to  bet  you  anything 
you  please  that  work  has  nothing  at  all  to  do 
with  Bertie's  illness." 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  "  if  there  is 
one  thing  I  dislike  more  than  another,  it  is  to 
find  that  you  are  ready  to  bet." 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  John.  I  thought  your 
remark  a  trifle  horsey,  so  I  ran  along  the  same 
line.  However,  if  you  really  object,  you  should 
make  a  bet  with  me.  If  I  was  to  bet  and  lose  I 
should  be  cured." 

*'  My  love,  I  understood  that  your  object  was 
to  bet  and  win." 

"Oh,  Jack,  don't  argue.  You  know  how  I 
hate  it." 

Whereupon  they  both  laughed,  and  then  Mrs. 
Brownlow  added, 

.  "You  men  think  you  know  everything,  and 
yet  I  dare  say  there  is  not  one  amongst  you  has 
discovered. that  Bertie  has  not  a  thought  for  these 
examinations,  and  scarcely  knows  what  you  are 
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all  saying  and  doing.  She  was  perfectly  well  three 
days  ago ;  and  she  is  well  now,  but  she  is  very 
unhappy  about  something,  and  I  think  it  is  con- 
nected w^ith  her  own  people  at  home." 

"Your  intuitions  are  often  so  happy,"  said  Mr. 
Brownlow,  *'  that  1  prefer  to  suspend  my  judg- 
ment just  at  preseat.  But  what  leads  you  to 
this  conclusion  '( " 

*'  Because  Miss  Crayston  knows  there  is  some- 
thing. I  see  that  she  is  watching  Bertie  with 
the  greatest  anxiety.  Bertie  would  keep  back 
nothing  personal ;  she  is  too  sensible  and  right- 
minded  to  make  Miss  Crayston  unhappy  on 
account  of  a  headache  or  a  fit  of  sickness.  There 
is  something  on  her  mind,  and  she  cannot  decide 
that  it  is  right  to  speak  of  it.  So,  John,  I  am 
going  to  help  her ;  and  I  have  ordered  a  pony- 
carriage.  Don't  look  surprised,  Johnnie ;  surprise 
alw^ays  gives  an  air  of  feebleness  even  to  the 
manliest  countenance.  I  did  not  tell  you,  because 
I  only  made  up  my  mind  after  I  got  home,  and  I 
intend  to  drive  off  alone  and  fetch  Bertie.  I 
shall  take  her  to  the  Spindle  Eock,  and  when  we 
get  there  we  shall  sit  down  at  the  foot  of  the 
cliff,  and  she  will  tell  me  everything.  I  ordered 
the  little  carriage  at  three.  Here  it  comes,  and 
now,  John,  if  you  please,  take  your  wife  to  the 
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door  and  get  a  rug  and  make  her  comfortable. 
Look  after  the  boy  whilst  I  am  away,  and  tell 
the  man  to  drive  to  St.  Mary's." 

*'  You  may.be  right,  my  dear  : "  said  Mr.  Brown- 
low,  with  some  hesitation,  "  but  you  take  my 
breath  away ;  you  must  remember  that  Bertie  is 
under  Miss  Crayston's  charge.  Don't  you  think 
that  you  run  the  risk  of  being  misunderstood, 
and  that  it  will  be  better  to  allow  things  to  take 
their  natural  course  ?  " 

"No,  John,  I  don't.  I  agree  so  far  with  Mr. 
Early,  that  I  acknowledge  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
depraved  humanity  about  us  all,  and  if  you  allows 
things  to  take  a  natural  course  they  take  a  wrong 
course.  Moreover,  for  some  reason  Bertie  will 
not  tell  her  trouble  to  Helen  Crayston.  I  must 
find  it  out ;  and  you  must  kiss  me  and  let  me  go, 
like  a  dear,  good  hubby." 

Thus  adjured  the  professor  accompanied  his 
wife  to  the  door,  and  looked  after  the  little 
vehicle  as  it  toiled  slowly  up  the  hill  towards  St. 
Mary's. 

Bertie  was  sittino^  at  her  writino^-table  watch - 
ing  the  clouds ;  a  wdnd  arose,  and  a  sudden  gust 
shook  the  window.  She  sighed,  and  got  up 
slowly  from  her  chair.  Just  then  the  clear, 
ringing  voice  of  the  young  wife  fell  upon  her  ear. 
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"  Bertie,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Brownlow,  "  I  knew 
I  should  find  you  at  this  window.  Put  on  your 
hat  and  come  with  me.  I  am  going  to  the 
Spindle.     The  sea  is  grand  to-day." 

A  momentary  irresolution  vanished  from  Ber- 
tie's face  : 

''Are  you  ?  "  she  replied  ;  "  that  will  be  lovely. 
I  won't  be  a  moment." 

She  turned  to  Miss  Crayston,  who  forestalled 
her  question  by  saying  : 

"A  drive  will  do  you  good,  Bertie.  It  is  just 
what  1  was  wishing  that  I  could  give  you." 

And  so  Mrs.  Brownlow  and  Bertie  drove  to- 
gether over  the  breezy  downs,  and  down  the 
steep  zigzag  to  the  sea.  The  young  wife  told 
funny  stories  of  her  baby-boy  and  his  wonderful 
doings,  at  which  Bertie  laughed ;  they  climbed, 
holding  each  other's  hands,  over  slippery  sea-weed 
and  wet  rock,  and  reaching  the  Spindle  sat  down 
side  by  side,  and  looked  at  the  great  waves  leap- 
ing along,  and  chasing  each  other  to  the  shore. 
Suddenly  Mrs.  Brownlow  turned,  and  looking 
into  Bertie's  eyes,  said  : 

"  Bertie,  something  troubles  you,  and  I  want 
you  to  tell  me  what  it  is." 

Bertie  flashed  out  a  look  of  surprise,  and  the 
swdft  colour  mounted  to  her  cheeks. 
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'*  Don't  be  angry,  dear  :  "  said  Mrs.  Brownlow. 
"  You  know  I  am  not  old  enongli  to  be  discreet. 
But  I  love  you  dearly,  Bertie,  so  dearly  that  T 
can't  help  seeing  you  are  in  trouble.  Please  tell 
me  what  it  is,  and  let  me  help  you." 

Bertie  did  not  speak,  and  Mrs.  Brownlow  con- 
tinued : 

"Do  you  know,  I  have  got  it  into  my  head 
that  the  Kilkenny  cats  are  at  the  bottom  of  it, 
and  you  don't  know  their  ways  as  well  as  I  do." 

"  The  Kilkenny  cats  1 "  repeated  Bertie. 

"  There,  that's  exactly  what  my  husband  has 
told  me.  He  has  always  said  that  some  day  I 
should  let  those  cats  out  of  the  bag." 

"  What  cats  ? "  laughed  Bertie. 

"Well,  my  dear,  there  are  some  females  in 
Minster  who  are  bound  some  day  to. fight  to- 
gether till  nothing  is  left  but  their  tails.  That 
event  will  take  place  in  the  happy  future. 
Meantime  they  are  scratching  and  clawing  at 
large.  They  are  connected  with  an  institution 
which  John  honours  with  his  presence,  and  if 
you  can't  guess  their  names  I  will  say  no  more  ; 
but  nothing  will  convince  me  that  a  Kilkenny 
cat  is  not  concerned  in  your  trouble,  whatever 
it  is." 

"  Oh  dear  ! "  said  Bertie,  hesitating  and  blush- 
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ing  ;  "  I  should  like  to  tell  you,  but  I  can't ;  I 
really  can't : "  and  then  she  started  to  her  feet, 
and  stood  glowing  and  breathing  short  before 
Mrs.  Brownlow. 

"  It  is  so  cruel,  and  wrong:,  and  wicked,"  she 
said.     "  How  dare  they  say  such  things  !  " 

Mrs.  Brownlow  did  not  answer,  and  after  a 
moment's  indecision,  Bertie,  speaking  rapidly, 
continued  : 

"They  say  that  my  father  married  his  kitchen- 
maid,  that  the  marriage  was  irregular,  that  all 
his  elder  children  are  illegitimate,  that  my  pres- 
ence here  cannot  be  tolerated,  and  that  if  I  do 
not  withdraw  they  will  expose  the  whole  affair." 

"  Oh,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Brownlow,  ''  this  is 
serious : "  and  rising  she  went  to  Bertie,  who 
stood  stiff  like  an  iron  rod,  and  took  her  two 
hands.  "  We  mustn't  let  them  say  such  things  ; 
we  must  put  a  stop  to  it." 

"  They  say,"  resumed  Bertie,  "  that  they  have 
not  mentioned  this  to  any  one,  and  will  not  if  I 
go  away,  but  that  if  I  remain  they  will  lay  all 
the  facts  in  their  possession  before  the  council  at 
the  next  meeting." 

"  Xot  a  rag  of  fact  between  them  :  "  exclaimed 
Mrs.  Brownlow;  "but  that  won't  trouble  them. 
Have  thev  orot  letters,  Bertie  ? " 
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"  Oh,  yes,  a  great  packet." 
"  Miss  Kimberley  Finch,  no  doubt  ? " 
"They  did  not  say,  but  they  kept  on  referring 
to  the  letters  and  reading  from  them." 
"  Was  there  anything  true  anywhere  ? " 
''  Oh,  yes  :  "   replied  Bertie.     "  They  knew  all 
about  my  father's  family ;  that  he  left  Kingshill 
to    live    at   Norlands,    and    has   made   a    large 
fortune  as  a  shipping  agent ;  and  that  my  aunt 
Priscilla  quarrelled  with  him  about  his  marriage, 
never  saw  him  or  any  of  us  after  it,  and  at  her 
death  left  all  her  money  to  a  hospital." 

"I  don't  suppose  it  would  require  great  pene- 
tration to  find  out  those  things,  Bertie  ;  but  I 
don't  profess  to  know  how  to  deal  with  envy, 
hatred,  malice,  and  all  uncharitableness,  so  if 
you  please  we  will  go  home,  for  I  feel  headachy 
and  queer." 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

THE    FACTS    OF    THE    CASE. 

Mrs.  Brownlow  and  Bertie  rose  from  the 
Spindle  Rock,  and  ascended  the  steep  path 
leading  to  the  summit.  When  they  were  half 
way  np  Mrs.  Brownlow  began  to  tremble  and 
look  pale.     She  sat  down  on  a  projecting  rock  : 

"  Oh,  Bertie,"  she  sobbed,  "  to  think  that  any 
one  should  try  to  hurt  you." 

Bertie  knelt  down  by  her  side  and  kissed 
her. 

"  Don't  cry,"  Bertie  said  ;  "  please  don't  cry  :  " 
and  then  they  both  cried  together. 

"  Bertie,"  said  Mrs.  Brownlow,  checking  her 
sobs,  "  I  don't  think  I  am  exactly  a  comfort  to 
you,  but  I  mean  well." 

Bertie  dried  her  eyes  and  smiled.  "  You  have 
comforted  me  : "  she  said.  "  We  shall  both  be 
all  right  in  a  minute,  and  then  you  must  tell  me 
what  to  do." 
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"  Oh,  my  dear,  that  is  quite  beyond  me.  But 
I  fiincy  the  next  best  thing  to  doing  anything 
will  be  to  go  back  to  St.  Mary's." 

"Yes,"  said  Bertie,  smiling,  "we'll  certainly 
do  that.     What  do  you  suppose  I  meant  1 " 

"  Why  you  naturally  wish  to  go  and  slay 
those  three  females,  and  so  do  I.  When  we 
were  children  we  had  an  old  nurse  who  used  to 
tell  us  about  my  grandfather;  at  one  period  of 
his  life  he  seems  to  have  occupied  himself  with 
'  o^oing  around  and  brandashino^  a  sword.'  I  feel 
like  that  old  man.  I  want  to  'go  around'  and 
'  brandash. '  Perhaps  it  runs  in  the  family.  I 
don't  remember  hearing  that  my  grandfather 
ever  distinguished  himself  in  any  definite  action, 
so  perhaps  that  runs  in  the  family  also.  Never 
mind,  we'll  talk  it  all  over  with  Miss  Crayston. 
See,  there  is  Mr.  Oliver  Tredwen  on  the  cliff. 
He  always  reminds  me  of  a  Spaniard.  He  is  so 
dark  and  stately." 

Mr.  Tredwen  advanced  to  meet  them,  and 
could  not  help  noticing  that  something  was 
amiss.  Bertie  was  very  pale,  and  had  dark 
rims  round  her  eyes,  and  red  eyelids ;  whilst 
Mrs.  Brownlow's  pretty  mouth  trembled  like 
that  of  a  child  which  has  been  crying,  and  tears 
glistened  in  her  eyes. 
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"  I  fear,"  said  Mr.  Tredwen,  advancing,  ''  tliat 
something  has  troubled  you." 

"  Yes,  it  has  :  "  replied  Mrs.  Brownlow  ;  "  but 
we  can't  tell  you  anything  about  it." 

He  looked  at  them,  and  then  walking  to  the 
edge  of  the  cliff,  glanced  keenly  along  the  shore. 

"  Oh,  they're  not  there  :  "  said  Mrs.  Brownlow  ; 
"  they  all  live  in  Minster,  and  they  never  walk 
by  the  sea.     They  think  it  sentimental." 

Bertie  gave  an  appealing  glance,  to  which 
Mrs.  Brownlow  responded  by  pressing  her  hand 
and  whispering : 

''Don't  be  afraid,  I  won't  tell;  but  I  must  just 
let  myself  out  a  little." 

Mr.  Tredwen  turned  towards  Bertie  : 

"  I  wish  you  could  have  told  me  what 
troubles  you.  You  don't  know  what  an  honour 
I  should  esteem  it,  to  be  of  service  to  you." 

He  lingered  when  they  left  him,  and  then 
hurrying  after  them,  he  begged  for  a  word  with 
Mrs.  Brownlow  : 

"Pray,  do  not  think  me  intrusive  and  in- 
quisitive," he  said;  "but  I  must  ask  you  one 
question.  Ten  days  ago  Miss  Ravenshaw  was 
extremely  kind  to  my  children,  and  took  them 
into  the  woods.  I  went  to  find  them  there,  and 
unfortunately   missed    the   way,    and   wandered 
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with  them  until  dusk.  I  have  called  three  times 
since  to  apologize  to  Miss  Crayston,  but  have 
not  been  fortunate  enough  to  find  her  at  home. 
Has  that  expedition  anything  to  do  with  your 
present  trouble  ? " 

"Absolutely  nothing  : "  replied  Mrs.  Brownlow ; 
"  and  I  am  happy  to  say  no  one  can  have  heard 
anything  about  it  or  we  should  have  had  an 
illustrated  and  enlarged  edition  before  now.  Miss 
Crayston  was  very  sorry  to  miss  you  so  often. 
Twice  she  happened  to  be  at  our  house,  and  once 
at  Lady  Mary's." 

Mr.  Tredwen  looked  relieved. 

*'  And  I  really  may  not  help  you  ? "  he  asked. 

''Well,  the  only  thing  you  can  do  just  now  is 
to  find  the  pony  carriage." 

"  I'll  do  that  gladly ;  moreover,  I  happen  to 
know  that  it  is  on  the  other  side  of  the  hedge." 

As  they  were  driving  home,  Mrs.  Brownlow 
said  : 

''  My  husband  thinks  uncommonly  well  of 
Oliver  Tredwen,  and  says  that  we  shall  like 
him." 

Bertie  did  not  reply.  She  was  thinking  with 
surprise  that  she  had  actually  repeated  those 
false  wicked  words,  and  had  spoken  them  aloud 
to  another  person. 
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"  I  have  brought  back  Bertie : "  said  Mrs. 
Brownlow  to  Miss  Crayston  :  "  and  I  must  come 
in  for  ten  minutes,  though  it  is  so  late.  Bertie 
wants  to  consult  you,  and  I  must  hear  your 
advice,  for  I  am  quite  incapable  of  giving 
any." 

They  sat  down,  and  Bertie  told  the  story  of 
her  interview.  All  three  ladies  were  very  pale, 
but  there  were  no  tears  this  time. 

"  How  cruel ! "  said  Miss  Crayston. 

*'  Yes ;  and  they  know  it  to  be  entirely  false  !  " 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Brownlow. 

**  I  think  we  are  not  justified  in  saying  that :  " 
replied  Miss  Crayston.  "  I  think,  Bertie,  I  have 
heard  that  Mrs.  Ravenshaw's  family  is  not  so 
good  as  that  of  your  father." 

"  Is  it  not  ?  "  asked  Bertie.  "It  is  not  an  old 
county  family  like  my  father's,  but  I  have  never 
heard  it  is  not  good." 

"  Perhaps  I  am  wrong,  dear  child,  but  it  is  a 
matter  of  no  consequence.  I  would  advise  you 
to  act  in  the  same  way  whether  it  is  all  false  or 
only  partly  so." 

"  And  in  what  way  ?  "  asked  Bertie, 

'*  Live  it  down.  Meet  their  cruel  statements 
here,  and  let  every  one  see  that  they  do  not 
touch  you,  or  those  dear  to  you.     Let  your  life 
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and  conduct  speak  for  your  parents ;  show  what 
they  have  been,  and  what  you  are." 

"  Yes  ;  that  is  exactly  what  I  mean,  and  what 
I  think!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Brownlow.  ''I couldn't 
get  at  it,  you  know,  Bertie,  but  that  is  what  I 
should  have  said,  if  I  could  have  thought  of 
anything  but  the  three  cats." 

"  How  can  I  endm-e  to  live  in  this  place  when 
I  know  what  they  say  and  think  of  me  and 
mine  ? "  asked  Bertie. 

"  You  can  endure  it  because  you  know  that 
the  only  way  to  overcome  falsehood  is  to  let 
your  life  and  actions  show  that  it  is  false.  I 
would  not  have  you  say  a  word,  Bertie ;  I  would 
neither  have  you  seek  to  defend  those  dear  to 
you,  nor  retreat  before  the  malice  that  has  as- 
sailed them.  What  you  are  is  a  sufficient 
answer." 

These  words  recalled  too  keenly  the  interview 
with  the  three  ladies,  and  Bertie,  in  an  agony  of 
grief,  threw  herself  at  the  feet  of  the  Lady 
Resident,  saying : 

"  I  must  go  home  ;  I  must  go  to  my  father  !  " 

"  No,  no,  no,  darling ! "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Brownlow,  struggling  bravely  with  her  tears. 
"  You  mustn't  do  anything  of  the  kind.  Just 
imagine  the  sorrow  you  would  take  with  you. 
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You  cannot  hide  it  from  those  who  love  yon. 
You  couldn't  even  keep  it  from  Helen  and  me, 
much  less  from  the  dear  ones  at  home.  Depend 
upon  it,  Helen  Crayston  is  right ;  she  always  is, 
you  know.  You  stay  here,  and  just  soar  on  over 
the  heads  of  everybody.  That's  her  vocation ; 
isn't  it,  Helen  ? " 

Bertie  looked  up  at  the  bright  little  creature 
who  was  waving  her  two  out-spread  arms  gently 
up  and  down. 

''  You  make  me  laugh,"  she  said,  ''  when  I 
ought  to  be  serious." 

"  Why,  that  is  the  only  good  thing  there  is  in 
me.  Nobody  can  do  anything  whilst  they  are 
in  the  dumps.  I  am  always  so  sorry  for  that 
poor  man  in  the  old  ballad,  who  was  in  doleful 
dumps  ;  the  end  of  it  was  that  he  had  to  fight 
upon  his  stumps." 

''  But  they  had  shot  his  feet  away : "  said 
Bertie ;  "  that  put  him  into  doleful  dumps. 
What  could  he  do  ?  " 

"  Depend  on  it,  it  was  the  fault  of  the  doleful 
dumps  ! " 

"  Very  well,"  said  Bertie,  rising,  '^  I'll  have 
nothing  more  to  do  with  them." 

** That's  a  darling!  Just  you  go  on  your  own 
way,    Bertie.     Take   no    notice   of   anybody   or 
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anything.  If  there  is  a  little  fighting  to  be  done 
leave  it  to  me ;  I  rather  think  I  can  get  through 
it  gracefully.  Just  now  I  must  go  home  to  my 
two  boys,  the  old,,  you  know,  and  the  young,  so 
good-bye  ! " 

A  moment  later  Mrs.  Brownlow  returned. 

"Bertie,  dear,  they  haven't  shot  your  feet 
away,  have  they  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all :  "  replied  Bertie,  bright  and  eager. 
"  Even  if  they  had  I  could  fight  on  my  stumps 
as  well  as  another." 

"Helen,  you  resident  darling,  come  and  help 
me  find  that  pony.     I  can't  see  it  anywhere." 

Miss  Crayston  left  the  room,  smiling  as  she 
always  did  when  Mrs.  Brownlow  in  her  pretty 
imperious  way  called  her  by  her  Christian  name. 

''  My  dear  Helen,  what  does  it  all  mean  ? " 

''  I  cannot  tell.  I  must  hear  more  before  I 
can  venture  to  form  an  opinion." 

"Is  there  any  foundations  for  the  statement 
about  Bertie's  people  ?  " 

"  That  is  exactly  what  I  want  to  find  out. 
Not  that  it  makes  any  difierence  to  Bertie.  I 
am  sure  we  shall  all  advise  her  to  remain  and 
work  on,  whether  the  thing  asserted  is  altogether 
false  or  only  a  distorted  fact." 

"  My  cousin,  Mary  Nicholl,  has  told  me  about 
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Mr.  Ravenshaw,  and  I  don't  believe  he  was  ever 
the  man  to  eat  sour  grapes.  But  in  any  case  I 
think  we  may  frustrate  the  attempt  of  these 
ladies,  who  have  undertaken  the  pious  office  of 
settinf]^  his  children's  teeth  on  edoje." 

Mrs.  Brownlow  found  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Nicholl 
and  Mr.  Walmsley  in  the  little  study  with  her 
husband,  when  she  returned. 

"  My  dear  :  ''  said  Mr.  Brownlow,  "  we 
laughed  at  you  for  some  time,  but  for  the  last 
two  hours  we  have  been  growing  anxious.  What 
is  the  matter,  child  ?  you  look  cjuite  pale." 

"  Oh,  Jack,  I'm  not  a  woman,  I'm  an  angel. 
If  I'd  been  only  a  woman  I  should  have  com- 
mitted murder  before  ever  I  returned  to  the 
bosom  of  my  family." 

"We'll  say  nothing  at  present  of  this  novel 
distinction  between  women  and  angels,  but  we 
should  really  like  to  know  what  is  wrong." 

Whereupon  Mrs.  Brownlow  told  them. 

"  This  is  insufferable  !  "  exclaimed  Mr.  Nicholl. 

"  The  most  iniquitous  thing  I  ever  heard  of :  " 
said  Mr.  Walmsley. 

"Mary,  give  me  the  whole  history  of  the 
Ravenshaw  family  on  the  spot." 

"It  is  very  short,  Bell;  I  think  I  know  all  that 
there  is  of  it.     Mr.  Ravenshaw  saw  his  wife  for 
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the  first  time  at  a  dance  in  his  own  servants' 
hall ;  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  on  account  of 
urgent  opposition  in  his  family  and  I  believe  in 
hers  also,  he  induced  her  to  join  him  in  Paris, 
and  they  were  married  at  the  Embassy. 

''  Eather  an  imprudent  step,  wasn't  it  ? "  asked 
Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  It  does  sound  awkward,"  said  Mr.  NichoU, 
"but  it  is  so  very  difficult  to  discover  or  appre- 
ciate all  the  reasons  that  urge  a  person  towards 
a  particular  line  of  action." 

"In  this  case,"  said  Mrs.  Nicholl,  "Mr.  Eaven- 
shaw's  sister  counts  for  a  good  deal.  She  was  a 
most  unprincipled,  spiteful  woman.  She  had  no 
influence  whatever  over  her  brother,  but  it  was 
in  consequence  of  her  persistent  misrepresenta- 
tions of  his  character  and  intentions  that  old  Mr. 
Harmer,  Mrs.  Eavenshaw's  father,  forbad  him  to 
enter  the  house,  and  said  he  would  rather  follow 
his  daughter  to  the  grave  than  see  her  married  to 
such  a  man." 

"  Go  on,  Mary ;  I  was  sure  you'd  tell  us  all 
about  it,  but  how  did  she  get  to  Paris,  and  was 
she  a  cook  ? " 

"  She  wasn't  a  cook,  and  she  had  no  business 
to  be  in  the  servants'  hall.  It  was  a  foolish  freak 
which  has  cost  her  dear.     She  went,  I  believe. 
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with  some  friend  whose  relation  was  an  upper 
servant.  Still  she  was  not  Mr.  Eavenshaw's 
equal  in  birth.  Her  father,  who  is  now  dead, 
was  a  retired  tradesman ;  his  children  have  all 
risen  in  the  world,  and  Dr.  Harmer  of  Exeter, 
Bertie's  uncle,  is  a  man  of  considerable  reputation 
as  a  consulting  physician." 

"  Come,  that's  a  point  in  our  favour ! "  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Brownlow,  clapping  her  hands. 

"  The  Paris  journey  was  a  grave  mistake.  I 
wonder  Ravenshaw  did  not  see  that : "  said  Mr. 
Walmsley. 

"  Oh  !  but  she  didn't  go  with  him.  He  was 
there  for  a  month  and  then  she  joined  him, 
travelling  with  an  old  housekeeper  of  his,  a  Mrs. 
Duckworth,  and  with  her  brother.  But  Miss 
Ravenshaw  always  asserted  that  the  marriage  at 
the  Embassy  was  invalid,  and  some  years  after- 
wards she  offered  to  leave  the  whole  of  her 
fortune,  a  very  large  one,  to  her  brother,  on 
condition  that  the  marriage  ceremony  was  per- 
formed again  in  England." 

"  Did  he  consent  ? " 

^'No;  he  begged  her  to  do  what  she  liked  with 
her  money  ;  and  told  her  she  knew  as  well  as  he 
did  that  the  marriao^e  was  leoral." 

''  But  why  did  she  contest  this  ?  " 
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She  seemed  to  take  a  fiendisli  delight  in  calling 
her  brother's  children  illegitimate ;  and  if  she 
could  by  any  possibility  have  got  hold  of  them 
when  they  were  of  an  age  to  understand,  she 
would  have  told  them  so." 

"  Mary,  I  think  you  are  going  a  little  too  far." 

*'  Not  at  all.  Her  bosom  friend  was  an  evil- 
disposed  old  Miss  Kimberley,  my  mother's 
second  cousin,  through  whom  I  know  this  story, 
of  which  I  have  never  spoken  to  any  one. 
Miss  Kimberley  always  hoped  Miss  Eavenshaw 
wouldn't  die  until  she  had  fulfilled  what  she 
called  her  'righteous  mission.'  " 

''And  did  she  fulfil  it?" 

"  I  am  happy  to  say  she  did  not.  She  died, 
and  left  her  money  to  the  Society  for  Propagat- 
ing the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts." 

"  A  brilliant  idea  strikes  me,  Mary.  Our  cor- 
respondent, Miss  Kimberley  Finch,  must  be  a 
branch  from  the  Kimberley  stock." 

"  Well,  dear,  she  doesn't  belong  to  the  same 
family." 

"  Then  an  admiring  parent  or  godmother 
gave  her  that  name,  and  she  must  have  acquired 
a  few  of  the  peculiarities  of  her  namesake.  De- 
pend on  it  natural  selection  has  had  something 
to  do  with  it.     But,  Johnnie,  it's  an  awful  thing 
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that  an  old  Kimberley  ghost  should  be  claw- 
ing at  our  Bertie.  It  makes  me  think  of  the 
harpies  coming  down  to  pollute  the  beautiful 
feast." 

*'Yes,  my  dear,  but  don't  cry  about  it.  I 
think  we  can  make  it  all  right : "  said  the  pro- 
fessor, fidgeting  about  his  wife,  and  surrep- 
titiously kissing  a  handkerchief  that  was  round 
her  neck. 

*'  But  you  have  not  seen  Bertie : ''  said  Mrs. 
Brownlow,  with  streaming  eyes. 

"  Indeed  we  have,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Walmsley. 
"  We  have  seen  her  moving  about  for  the  last 
three  days  like  an  angel  of  spotless  purity  who 
looks  for  the  first  time  into  a  guilty  world." 

"  I  like  that :  "  said  Mrs.  Browrfow,  rubbing  her 
hands  slowly  ;  "it's  poetical,  isn't  it,  Jack  ?" 

Mr.  ^Yalmsley  was  recalled  to  prose  by  the 
laughter  of  his  friends. 

'*  I  tell  you  what,"  he  resumed,  "  we'd  better 
go  to  the  Principal  and  talk  the  matter  over. 
Sir  Bartle  has  put  all  arrangements  connected 
with  the  scholarship  in  his  hands,  and  when  I  saw 
him  this  afternoon  he  proposed,  at  Lady  Mary's 
suggestion,  to  make  over  his  powers  to  the 
Ladies'  Committee,  which  will  never  do." 

*'  But  why  does  he  propose  such  a  thing  ?" 
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''As  a  concession.  You  see  we  are  kicking 
against  the  pricks." 

"  Well,  then,  kick  hard : "  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Brownlow, 

"  My  dear,  the  harder  we  kick  the  worse  we 
are  hurt;  and  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  recorded 
instance  of  such  a  course  being  successful." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  pricks." 

"  Why,  a  few  ladies  have  got  all  the  money  as 
well  as  the  premises  we  occupy,  that  is,  more 
power  than  they  can  exercise  judiciously." 

"  Johnny,  you  are  degraded  by  contact  with  an 
inferior  wife.  Don't  you  see,  my  dear,  that  the 
mistake  has  been  that  you  have  put  the  new 
wine  into  old  leathern  bottles." 

"  They  are  old  :  "  conceded  Mr.  Brownlow. 

*'  Well,  they'll  burst,  and  then  we  shall  be  all 
right." 

"  How  so  ? "  inquired  Mr.  Walmsley. 

"  Why,  we  shall  be  guided  by  experience,  and 
put  the  new  wine  into  new  bottles." 

"  I  think  there  is  a  great  deal  in  what  my  wife 
says.  These  ladies  only  partly  realise  the  new 
conditions  in  which  they  find  themselves.  They 
are  unable  to  meet  us  frankly  and  respond  to  our 
efforts  on  behalf  of  female  education.  Instead  of 
moving    forward    with   us    towards   a   common 
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object,  they  are  incessantly  drawn  aside  by  petty 
personal  aims.  They  want  to  secure  their  own 
power,  or  rather  their  own  supremacy,  and  they 
think  such  a  paltry  thing  as  money  is  to  pur- 
chase it.  Left  to  themselves  their  minds  narrow 
down  to  a  pin's  point,  and  it  will  take  them  a 
month  to  decide  on  which  door- mat  a  young 
woman  of  twenty  shall  wipe  her  shoes  ;  whether 
she  shall  bow  once  to  a  member  of  the  committee 
or  every  time  she  meets  her,  and  what  shall  be  the 
penalty  for  non-compliance  with  these  paltry 
regulations." 

"  I  must  interrupt  you  a  moment : "  said  ]\Irs. 
Nicholl.  "Many  of  us  were  determined  not  to 
sanction  any  regulations  whatever  on  these 
points,  and  it  was  that  which  prolonged  our  last 
discussion;  in  fact,  converted  it  into  a  struggle." 

"  A  struggle  in  which  you  were  defeated :  "  said 
Mr.  Brownlow. 

"  Johnny : "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Brownlow,  "  I 
never  think  so  highly  of  your  intellect  as  when 
you  understand  my  dark  sayings  and  make 
them  luminous  ;  nothing  that  you  ever  do,  seems 
to  me  such  a  forcible  illustration  of  the  superior- 
ity of  the  married  state  ;  but,  my  love,  don't 
allow  yourself  to  be  beguiled  into  a  taunt.  You 
have  told  me  frequently  that  temporary  success 
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is  allied  quite  as  closely  to  the  long  purse  as  to 
the  big  battalions,  but  that  neither  of  them  have 
a  chance  in  the  long  run  against  right  and  truth 
and  justice." 

"  I  did  not  intend  to  taunt  you,  little  woman, 
I  wished  to  call  attention  to  the  fact  that 
probably  we  are  altogether  on  the  wrong  tack ; 
and  that  these  ladies,  by  the  very  force  of  the 
evil  that  they  have  done  and  suggested,  are 
being  dragged  to  lower  and  lower  depths/' 

''  Mary,  do  you  accept  this  explanation  as  an 
apology  ?" 

''  I  think.  Bell,"  replied  Mrs.  NichoU,  laughing, 
"that  no  apology  was  needed.  We  were  de- 
feated at  the  committee." 

*'  Yes,  dear,  but  he  said  it  in  a  very  unpleasant 
way.  However,  John,  the  chair  rules  that  you 
are  no  longer  out  of  order,  and  you  may  pro- 
ceed." 

"  We  will,  my  love ;  we  will  walk  up  to  the 
Abbey,  and  have  a  chat  with  the  Principal." 
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'*  We  pay  you  a  very  early  caU : "  said  ]\Iiss 
le  Mesnrier  to  Principal  Ellis,  in  a  manner  which 
she  tried  to  make  ingratiating  ;  "  the  fact  is,  that 
after  Lady  Mary's  communication  yesterday,  we 
thought  it  desirable  to  lose  no  time." 

"  Of  course  Lady  Mary  told  us  that  her  an- 
nouncement was  informal : "  added  Miss  Green, 
w^ith  a  precipitancy  which  brought  a  frown  to 
the  brow  of  her  friends. 

"  When  a  wife  speaks  for  her  husband  she 
speaks  with  authority :  "  interposed  Mrs.  Arm- 
strong, by  way  of  reproof  to  Miss  Ellen. 

*'  Ah  ! "  said  the  Principal,  looking  up  at  the 
last  speaker,  for  he  was  very  small  and  she  was  a 
large  woman.     "  Ah  !  "  and  then  he  paused. 

"  We  have  relieved  Miss  Flint  from  all  duties 
for  three  days,"  continued  Mrs.  Armstrong,  "  so 
that  she  may  sit  at  the  examination  table.     We 
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can  rely  upon  her  for  keeping  a  strict  watch  on 
every  movement.  In  fact  nothing  ever  escapes 
her." 

"  And  then,"  pursued  Miss  Ellen  Green,  *'  we 
shall  be  present  ourselves  ;  but  whether  we  shall 
occupy  the  corners  of  the  room  or  place  ourselves 
at  the  back  of  the  students,  or  in  front  of  each 
desk,  is  a  point  which  requires  further  considera- 
tion." 

*'  Ah  ! "  ejaculated  the  Principal  a  second  time, 
and  then  he  paused. 

"  We  have  decided  to  isolate  certain  students  ; 
which  is  a  matter  that  of  course  rests  with  us : " 
said  Miss  le  Mesurier,  harshly,  for  she  thought  of 
Bertie  who  was  still  in  Minster. 

So  did  the  Principal ;  who  had  turned  from  one 
speaker  to  the  other.  He  now  looked  up  at  Miss 
le  Mesurier. 

'*  Will  you  come  into  the  study  ? "  he  said, 
*'  and  I  will  tell  you  what  I  propose  to  do." 

"  It  is  really  a  pity  to  take  up  your  time  :  "  said 
Mrs.  Armstrong  in  a  compassionate  tone.  She 
always  felt  for  the  Principal.  He  looked  so  frail 
and  nervous,  she  said,  and  as  if  he  couldn't 
master  his  emotion.  He  had  a  habit  too  of  stand- 
ing before  one,  and  looking  up  in  one's  face  in  an 
eager,  tremulous  way ;    and  it  was  difficult  to 
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know  what  he  meant  by  it.  Once  a  tall,  gaunt 
woman  to  whom  he  was  talking,  had  stopped 
suddenly,  laid  her  hands  on  his  shoulders,  kissed 
him  and  shed  tears.  No  one  knew  why  she 
did  it,  but  Mrs.  Armstrong  had  often  said  she 
didn't  wonder,  and  that  she  couldn't  help  feeling 
for  him  herself.  However,  he  led  the  way  to  the 
study,  and  when  the  ladies  were  seated,  he  stood 
before  them  on  the  hearthrug,  looking  straight 
into  their  eyes. 

"  I  have  decided,"  he  said  in  a  tremulous  voice, 
but  with  an  earnest  steady  gaze,  "  I  have  decided 
to  conduct  the  examinations  precisely  as  I  should 
do  if  they  were  held  for  University  students." 

''  That  is  exactly  what  we  desire  :  "  exclaimed 
Miss  Ellen  Green.  "  My  dear  friend.  Miss  Kim- 
berley  Finch,  assures  me  that  if  this  is  fairly  done 
all  dispute  as  to  the  relative  capacity  of  the  sexes 
will  be  set  at  rest." 

"  The  two  examiners,"  continued  the  Principal, 
not  noticing  the  interruption,  "  will  sit  up  exactly 
as  they  do  at  other  times,  having  sole  charge  and 
control  of  all  arrang;ements." 

"  We  can  t  possibly  allow  such  a  thing : "  said 
Miss  le  Mesurier  fiercely.  *'  It  is  not  to  be 
thought  of." 

"  Hush,  Barbara  !  "  exclaimed  her  friends. 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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"  These  two  gentlemen  will  arrive  from  Oxford 
to-morrow,  and  details  will  be  left  to  them : " 
resumed  the  Principal,  whose  voice  soared  up  as 
he  spoke,  and  was  still  somewhat  unsteady.  "  I 
am  sorry  that  my  wife  mentioned  to  you  our  first 
idea  with  regard  to  the  examinations,  for  it  is 
now  definitely  abandoned/' 

"  St.  Mary's  is  under  the  control  of  the  Ladies' 
Committee,  and  we  have  been  appointed  a  sub- 
committee for  the  special  purpose  of  the  examin- 
ations : "  said  Miss  le  Mesurier  in  her  harshest 
tones.  "  We  shall  not  concede  one  tittle  of  our 
rights  to  regulate  all  the  arrangements  in  the 
Ladies'  College." 

"  I  have  consulted  Sir  Bartle ;  he  warmly 
approves  of  my  scheme,  therefore  I  have  resolved 
to  hold  the  examinations  in  my  own  college,  and 
in  St.  Andrew's  Hall : "  continued  the  Principal. 

"  Where  !  "  ejaculated  the  ladies,  aghast. 

"  What,  amongst  the  male  students  !  "  cried 
Mrs.  Armstrong;.  "  Parents  will  never  tolerate 
such  a  scandalous  arrangement ;  young  men  are 
not  to  be  trusted." 

"  My  dear  Principal,  you  cannot  possibly  be  in 
earnest : "  said  Miss  Ellen  Green,  clasping  her 
hands,  and  with  tears  streaming  from  her  eyes. 
*'  You  do  not  know  what  precautions  are  necessary. 
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For  the  sake  of  our  dear  girls  I  implore  you  to 
pause  and  reflect." 

''  I  am  sorry  to  find  you  think  so  badly  of  the 
students  : "  replied  the  Principal,  smiling  benignly. 
"  I  am  rather  proud  of  them,  and  so  is  my  wife. 
"VYe  see  a  good  deal,  and  hear  more,  and  I  think 
it  is  you  who  do  not  know  them.  The  Minster 
students  as  a  rule  are  gentlemen,  and  with  the 
instincts  of  gentlemen.  You  must  remember 
that  a  young  fellow  would  fail  in  the  self-respect 
of  a  man  if  he  could  offer  insult  to  a  lady.  I 
believe  we  have  none  such  in  the  University." 

The  PrinciDal's  voice  had  risen  almost  to  a 
sob,  as  it  did  when  he  spoke  earnestly,  and  the 
ladies  were  abashed. 

"  But,  my  dear  Principal : "  said  Miss  Ellen 
Green,  rising  to  lay  her  hand  upon  his  arm  ;  "  of 
course  you  intend  to  have  ladies  in  the  room." 

"  We  intend  to  have  the  candidates,  all  of 
whom  are  ladies,  and  the  examiners." 

"  And  not  the  committee  ? "  she  urged,  with 
clasped  hands. 

"  And  not  the  committee  : "  replied  the  Princi- 
pal. His  tones  were  tremulous,  but  there  was 
something  both  in  voice  and  manner  which  made 
the  statement  final.  The  ladies  were  silent,  and 
after  a  few  moments  he  continued  : 

q2 
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''  I  have  discussed  the  matter  fully  with  my 
wife,  and  she  quite  approves  of  the  proposed 
arrangements." 

''  Can  we  see  Lady  Mary  ?  "  asked  Miss  Ellen 
Green,  and  the  ladies  rose  from  their  chairs. 

^'  I  am  sorry  to  say  she  is  not  well  enough  to 
leave  her  room  to-day." 

"May  I  ask  what  precautions  you  intend  to 
take  ? "  asked  Mrs.  Armstrong. 

"  Not  any  : "  replied  the  Principal. 

"  The  candidates  will  have  to  cross  the  quad- 
rangle in  order  to  reach  the  Hall,"  urged  Miss 
le  Mesurier  ;  '^  and  pray  do  you  suppose  there  will 
be  no  young  men  about  ?  " 

"  I  really  cannot  say.  I  think  it  highly  pro- 
bable that  there  will." 

"  Come  away,  Ellen : "  said  Miss  Barbara. 
"  We  are  only  taking  up  the  Principal's  time  and 
wastinof  our  own : "  and  she  marched  out  of  the 


room. 


"  Who  is  at  the  bottom  of  this,  do  you  sup- 
pose ? "  she  exclaimed,  turning  fiercely  upon  her 
companions,  when  the  Abbey-gates  closed  upon 
them.     ''  Who  but  the  Lady  Eesident  and  that 


nri." 


"  I  will  walk  up  to  St.  Mary's  and  find  out : " 
replied  Miss  Ellen  Green. 
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On  her  way  she  pondered :  "  I  will  put  the 
question  to  her  in  a  direct  manner,"  she  thought ; 
"  of  course  she  won't  answer,  but  I  shall  see  at 
once  if  she  knows  anythiug." 

*'  Well,  Miss  Crayston,  what  do  you  think  of 
the  new  arrangements  for  the  examinations  ? " 
asked  Miss  Ellen,  as  she  walked  up  to  the  Lady 
Resident's  table. 

"  I  like  them  very  much  : "  replied  that  lady. 

Miss  Ellen  Green  stared  at  her : 

''  And  pray  who  told  you  of  them  ?  " 

The  Lady  Resident  opened  her  eyes,  and  did 
not  reply  immediately. 

*'  Principal  Ellice  has  written  to  me  : "  she  said, 
after  a  moment's  pause. 

"  Well,  he  showed  more  consideration  to  you 
than  to  the  committee  : "  was  the  angry  rejoinder. 

"  He  knew  that  the  candidates  would  come  to 
me  for  information  this  morning,  and  that  I 
should  have  to  write  a  paper  for  the  notice 
board." 

''  By  whose  authority  do  you  put  up  that 
notice  ? " 

"  I  put  it  up  at  the  request  of  the  chairman  of 
the  council,"  replied  the  Lady  Resident,  looking 
up  at  Miss  Ellen. 

That   lady   was   speechless   with   indignation, 
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and  left  the  room.  An  hour  later  she  returned 
somewhat  mollified. 

"  Miss  Ravenshaw  was  absent  from  her  class  : " 
she  said.  "  She  has  gone  home,  poor  girl,  I 
suppose." 

"  Oh  no,  she  is  reading  hard  for  the  examina- 
tion, and  is  excused  from  attendance  at  the 
classes  for  the  next  three  days." 

*'  I  had  hoped  she  would  have  enough  right 
feeling  not  to  force  herself  upon  us.  We  have 
good  reason  for  attributing  the  falling  off  in 
numbers  at  the  boarding-house  to  her  influence." 

*'  How  so  ? "  asked  Miss  Crayston. 

"  I  should  really  like  to  talk  the  matter  over 
with  you  :  "  continued  Miss  Ellen  Green.  ''  I  am 
sure  you  will  agree  with  me  ;  people  belonging  to 
good  families  cannot  differ  in  their  views  on  such 
subjects ;  and  you  must  see,  as  I  do,  that  a  flaw, 
a  stain  in  a  good  family  is,  and  ought  to  be,  a 
fatal  objection." 

"  I  don't  quite  understand  you,"  replied  Miss 
Crayston,  "so  I  cannot  say  that  I  agree.  To 
what  ought  it  to  be  an  objection  ? " 

''  There  is  no  doubt,"  said  Miss  Green,  "  that 
Mr.  Eavenshaw  married  beneath  his  own  rank ; 
and  you  must  acknowledge  that  there  are  social 
disadvantages  connected  with  such  a  step." 
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"  Yes  :  '^  replied  Miss  Crayston,  "  at  tlie  same 
time  I  must  say  that  the  children  of  such 
marriages  are  often  exceptionally  fine  and  noble, 
and  I  do  not  wonder  at  it.  When  a  really 
honourable  man  like  Mr.  Ravenshaw  loves  a 
woman  for  her  beauty,  her  intelligence,  and  her 
kindly  nature,  and  resolves  to  make  her  his  wife, 
there  is  that  in  the  parents  which  ensures  a 
happy  future  for  them  and  their  children.  The 
Ravenshaws  are  the  most  beautiful  young  people 
I  have  ever  seen,  and,  taken  as  a  whole,  of  quite 
exceptional  ability  and  moral  excellence.  I  know 
the  house  at  Ragby  where  the  two  elder  boys 
now  are,  and  I  hear  the  highest  praise  of  them. 
We  have  all  seen  what  Miss  Ravenshaw  is ;  and 
there  are  younger  sisters  who  will,  I  believe,  prove 
in  every  respect  her  worthy  successors." 

Miss  Ellen  Green,  w^ho  was,  superficially,  very 
easily  influenced,  listened  to  the  Lady  Resident 
with  apparent  interest.  But  she  shook  her  head 
sadly : 

"  Ah  !  "  she  replied,  "  but  there  are  worse  things 
than  unequal  marriages,  and  suppose  this  should 
prove  to  be  one  ! " 

"  Have  you  good  grounds  for  such  an 
assertion  1 " 

"  I  have  the   best  reason  for   believing  that 
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there  was  notliing  but  a  fictitious  foreign  arrange- 
ment between  Mr.  Ravenshaw  and  tlie  so-called 
Mrs.  Kavensliaw." 

"  I  am  quite  certain  that  you  have  been  mis- 
informed. I  visited  the  Ravenshaws  in  the 
summer.  I  find  that  some  of  my  friends  know 
them  well ;  and  I  have  been  assured  within  the 
last  few  days  that  there  is  not  the  slightest 
foundation  for  such  a  malignant  statement." 

Miss  Ellen  Green  closed  her  lips  tightly  as  if 
to  say  that  she  would  not  be  forced  into  betray- 
ing the  sources  of  her  information. 

"  You  are  young  and  inexperienced  : "  she  con- 
tinued, after  a  pause  :  "■  You  do  not  know  how 
these  things  are  looked  upon.  Take  the  Verdon 
Browns  now,  for  instance  ;  John  Verdon  Brown, 
led  away  by  folly  inaugurated  by  Shelley,  thought 
it  religious  and  honourable  to  omit  the  marriage 
ceremony  ;  though  his  friends  persuaded  him  to 
make  it  all  right  after  a  time.  Well,  his  third 
daughter,  Madeleine  Verdon  Brown,  is  my  dear- 
est friend  ;  a  more  beautiful,  noble,  accomplished 
woman  never  lived.  She  really  i^^perfect,  and  yet 
although  I  have  known  her  for  thirty  years,  and 
hold  her  in  the  highest  honour  and  esteem,  I  have 
never  once  allowed  her  to  be  present  when  I  expect 
my  brother.  Colonel  Gerard  Green,  to  visit  me." 
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Miss  Crayston  said  coldly : 

'^  Why  not?" 

"  How  can  you  ask  me  !  "When  tliey  were 
young  there  would  have  been  a  great  risk  for 
Colonel  Green  on  account  of  Madeleine's  remark- 
able beauty.  I  love  her  dearly  as  a  friend,  but  I 
could  not  have  survived  the  disgrace  of  having 
her  introduced  into  our  family ; "  and  Miss 
Ellen  Green  shuddered.  "You  can  help  us  in 
this  matter,"  she  continued,  "and  try  to  make 
Miss  Ravenshaw  listen  to  reason.  It  will  be 
really  better  for  her  to  Avithdraw ;  if  she  does 
not,  we  are  determined  to  bring  the  matter  before 
the  council,  and  she  will  be  expelled." 

Upon  this  the  Lady  Resident  stood  up  and 
spoke  her  mind.  The  result  was  that  Miss  Ellen 
Green  left  the  room,  and,  meeting  Mrs.  Arm- 
strong, she  said  : 

"I  thought  it  really  worth  while  to  make  a 
final  appeal,  but  she  has  attacked  me  with  such 
fury  that  I  feel  quite  ill." 

"  It  was  a  mistake  to  say  anything  :  "  replied 
Mrs.  Armstrong.  "  She  has  out-manoeuvred  us  ; 
but  the  game  is  not  at  an  end." 

Eor  the  next  three  days  a  fierce  battle  raged 
around  the  unconscious  Bertie.  The  decision  of 
the  Principal  to  admit  girls  within  the  sacred 
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precincts  of  the  University  Hall  was  assailed  by 
friends  and  foes.  It  conceded  too  little,  said 
friends  ;  and  too  much,  said  foes.  Why  should  he 
refuse  to  admit  ladies  to  the  ordinary  classes  and 
allow  them  to  attend  examinations,  said  some  ? 
How  could  he  preserve  the  college  for  male 
students,  protested  others,  if  he  once  allowed 
men  and  women  to  work  tosrether  under  the 
same  roof  ? 

''  I  hate  the  small  end  of  the  wedo-e  ! "    ex- 

o 

claimed  Groldworthy  Fynes  bitterly.  He  was 
at  an  evening  party,  where  the  question  of  the 
admission  was  being  discussed. 

"  Don't  do  that ! "  said  Mrs.  Brownlow  ;  ''  it's 
not  Christian.  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  I  didn't 
mean  it.  You  see  I  have  been  brought  up  on 
the  old  system ;  and  I'm  such  a  poor  creature, 
that  I  am  thankful  for  any  crumbs  of  religion  or 
morality  that  the  reforming  dogs  leave  me." 

"  You  need  not  apologise  for  speaking  of  Chris- 
tianity : "  replied  Professor  Eynes,  coldly.  "  I  am 
told  that  one  or  two  of  the  leading  Neo-Christian 
clergymen  in  this  place  have  been  studying  Comte, 
and  that  they  preach  positivist  morality  every 
Sunday." 

''  I  hope  it  is  really  a  good  sort  of  morality," 
said  Mrs.  Brownlow,  "  or  w^iatever  will  become 
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of  US  !  It  will  never  do  to  lose  Christian  morality 
and  get  nothing  in  its  place." 

"You  need  have  no  fear.  Positivism  adopts 
everything  worth  preserving  in  Christianity,  and 
undoubtedly  Christianity  may  be  patched  up 
with  Positivism  to  look  almost  as  good  as  new  in 
some  j)eople's  eyes,  and  to  be  indeed  a  useful 
article  for  some  years  longer." 

"  Thank  you  so  much  :  "  replied  ]\Ir3.  Brownlow ; 
*'  whenever  I  can  leave  the  boy  I  go  to  hear  the 
Principal  preach.  I  want  to  scrape  together  one 
or  two  safe  doo^mas  for  the  child's  sake.  You 
know  you  told  me  the  other  day  that  religion 
without  a  dogma  is  worthless  and  impotent  for 
social  purposes,  and  I  must  try  and  give  the  poor 
little  man  a  peg  for  his  positivist  morality.'"' 

Goldworthy  Fynes  had  an  uncomfortable  feel- 
ing with  regard  to  the  artless  wife  of  his  colleague. 
She  looked  at  him  with  her  large  eyes  and  baby 
mouth,  and  gave  him  the  most  cruel  stabs. 

"  Is  Miss  Crayston  here  to-night  ? "  he  asked. 

"No;  she  told  me  she  should  walk  with  Miss 
Ravenshaw  this  afternoon,  or  keep  her  at  home 
this  evening." 

"Ah — h — hi''  exclaimed  Sir  Bartle  Fossey, 
who  approached  with  Lady  Fossey  on  his  arm. 
"  Miss  Eavenshaw  !     I  say,  Fynes,  she  w^on't  be 
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far    back   in   the   race  if  she's  as  good  as   she 
looks." 

'*My  dear/'  interposed  Lady  Fossey,  "how 
often  I  tell  you  that  a  deep  well  is  very  often  an 
empty  one." 

"  You  do  :  "  replied  Sir  Bartle  laughing.  He 
was  in  high  good  humour,  and  very  much  amused 
at  the  excitement  created  by  the  examination: 
"  You  do,  certainly ;  but  I  must  say  I  find  that 
the  deep  well  is  quite  as  often  full  as  empty. 
Hey,  Fynes  !     What  do  you  say  ?  " 

Sir  Bartle  and  Lady  Fossey  passed  on,  leaving 
the  professor  disappointed  and  somewhat  angry. 
He  wished  the  Lady  Resident  to  study  Positivism. 
He  had  no  doubt  what  the  result  would  be  on 
one  of  her  power  and  cultivation.  He  had  a 
book  in  his  pocket  with  a  certain  page  turned 
down,  and  she  had  chosen  to  stay  away  and  spend 
the  evening  with  Miss  Ravenshaw.  Being  an- 
noyed at  the  Lady  Resident's  absence,  and  at  the 
arrangements  for  holding  examinations  for  women 
in  St.  Andrew's  Hall,  he  was  half  inclined  to  think 
hardly  of  Bertie. 

In  the  minds  of  the  majority  of  the  professors, 
however,  and  of  a  large  number  of  students, 
rumours  of  persecution  and  injustice  had  not  only 
roused  a  strono-  feeling;  in  favour  of  that  young 
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lady,  but  also  in  favour  of  such  arrangements  as 
were  necessary  to  secure  fair  play  for  her. 

*'  They  will  all  have  fair  play  :  "  was  the  sentence 
that  recurred  most  frec[uently  on  this  evening  ; 
although  little  groups  of  men  and  women  dis- 
cussed the  question  on  its  merits,  eagerly  if  not 
angrily. 

Lord  Eonald  and  his  friends  searched  through- 
out the  rooms  for  Bertie  and  the  Lady  Eesident. 
But  Miss  Crayston  and  Mrs.  Brownlow  had 
decided  that  Bertie  should  be  kept  from  every- 
thing that  could  recall  her  interview  with  the 
trustees,  and  should  have  nothing  to  disturb  the 
work  in  which  she  was  happily  engrossed. 

"  What  are  you  thinking  about,  my  dear  ?  " 
asked  Professor  Brownlow  of  his  wife.  She  was 
standing  with  folded  hands,  and  a  smile  in  her 
eyes,  as  she  looked  towards  a  distant  part  of  the 
room  where  Professor  Fynes,  tossing  the  dark  hair 
out  of  his  eyes,  was  speaking  authoritatively  to  a 
small  group  of  women. 

She  looked  up  at  her  husband  and  replied  : 

"The  new  beatitude,  John.  Blessed  are  the 
cocksure." 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIII. 

THE   SWEET   GIRL   GRADUATES. 

When  the  eventful  day  arrived,  Bertie,  quite 
unconscious  of  the  speculation  concerning  her 
which  stirred  all  Minster,  walked  alone  to  the  old 
city,  entered  the  college  gates,  and  crossed  the 
quadrangle ;  ten  or  a  dozen  young  men  stood 
near  the  door  of  entrance,  and  raised  their  hats 
as  she  passed.  A  janitor  conducted  her  to  a 
spacious  hal]  where  she  was  received  by  the  two 
Oxford  examiners.  There  were  eleven  candidates 
for  the  Fossey  Exhibition,  all  well  known  to  each 
other.  Bertie  was  a  universal  favourite,  and 
every  girl  present  wished  that  if  she  did  not  gain 
the  Exhibition  herself  it  might  fall  to  Bertie 
Eavenshaw.  Lily  Carter  had  been  sent  up  by 
her  parents,  and  there  were  two  girls  from  the 
boarding-house  who  looked  sad  but  resolute. 
Lily  caught  Bertie's  hand  as  she  passed  on  her 
way  to  the  seat  appointed  for  her : 
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"  Such  a  dunce  as  I  am  for  an  examination  !  " 
slie  exclaimed,  laughing,  *'  and  my  poor  head  all 
of  a  muddle." 

The  day  passed  without  incident.  Bertie  was 
happy,  she  liked  work  ;  she  enjoyed  sitting  in  the 
grand  old  college  hall  with  her  paper  of  puzzling 
questions,  and  working  the  answers  out  into 
order  and  precision.  There  was  nothing  she 
could  not  do,  or  rather,  she  corrected  herself  and 
added,  there  was  nothing  she  could  not  try  to  do. 
When  she  raised  her  eyes  from  the  paper  they 
fell  upon  the  bent  heads  of  her  companions,  or 
the  grave  faces  of  the  two  examiners,  seated  in 
leather  chairs  near  the  fire-place.  Like  a  dream 
it  seemed  to  her  that  she,  a  girl,  should  be  sitting 
where  so  many  young  men  who  had  afterwards 
become  great  and  famous,  had  sat  in  their  day 
and  worked  as  she  was  working :  "  I  must  do 
my  very  best,''  she  thought,  and  she  did  it. 

As  she  was  leaving  the  hall  on  the  first  day 
Lily  Carter  ran  after  her. 

"  Bertie,  Bertie  !  "  she  called.  ''  How  many  p's 
are  there  in  hypocrisy  ? " 

"  Is  it  a  conundrum  ?  "  asks  Bertie. 

"  No,  no  ;   do  tell  me." 

"  One,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Then  I  may  as  well  give  up,"  exclaims  Lily, 
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in  a  voice  of  despair,  "  for  I  have  written  it  with 
two." 

"  Never  mind  :  "  says  Bertie,  in  a  soothing  tone, 
taking  her  friend  by  the  arm.  *'  Yon  need  not 
put  yourself  out  about  that,  for  it  won't  be  of  the 
slightest  consequence.  My  brother  George  always 
spells  across  with  two  c's  and  ever  so  many 
things  like  that,  and  he  gets  through  all  right. 
They  say  the  examiners  are  getting  used  to  bad 
spelling." 

"  What  a  comfort  !  "  sighed  Lily. 

Several  of  Lily's  companions  discovered  that 
they  also  had  cause  for  anxiety  on  the  score  of 
spelling,  and  the  girl  who  had  put  four  p's  and 
two  t's  in  hippopotamus  received  much  com- 
miseration from  her  friends. 

At  length  the  work  was  over,  and  in  a  few 
days  the  award  of  the  examiners  was  to  be  made 
known.  Sir  Bartle  Fossey  wished  the  announce- 
ment to  be  made  with  some  publicity  :  "  None 
of  your  hole  and  corner  work  :  "  he  said.  "  Let  us 
have  drums  and  trumpets,  and  show  we  are  not 
ashamed  of  our  young  ladies." 

Principal  EUice  therefore  arranged  to  receive 
the  candidates  and  their  friends  in  the  University 
Hall,  and  the  students  resolved  to  give  them  a 
welcome. 
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Bertie  was  to  accompany  Miss  Crayston ;  but 
that  lady  was  detained  by  Miss  Flint,  who  had 
been  requested  by  Mrs.  Armstrong  to  investigate 
some  error  in  a  bill,  of  which  the  Lady  Resident 
knew  nothing. 

"  I  suppose  I  am  keeping  you  from  this  public 
entertainment :  "  said  Miss  Flint. 

"  It  doesn't  matter.  I  told  Miss  Eavenshaw 
not  to  wait  for  me." 

"  Has  she  actually  gone  alone  ? "  asked  Miss 
Flint. 

"  Half-an-hour  ago : "  replied  the  Lady  Resident 
with  a  smile  ;  whereupon  Miss  Flint,  defeated  in 
her  object,  collected  her  bills ;  but  she  could  not 
quite  control  her  temper,  or  repress  an  angry 
ejaculation. 

Almost  the  last  to  enter  the  college  gates  was 
Bertie  Eavenshaw.  Sir  Bartle,  the  professors, 
parents,  and  pupils  had  all  received  boisterous 
applause,  and  when  Bertie  arrived  it  was  no 
longer  ten  or  a  dozen  students  who  awaited  her, 
but  a  dense  throng,  standing  silent  en  each  side 
of  a  narrow^  path.  At  the  college  gate  was  Lord 
Eonald  in  his  cap  and  gown,  with  light  hair 
fluttering  in  the  wind.  He  gave  the  signal  which 
others  obeyed.  But  w^hen  Bertie  advanced,  he 
felt  there  would  be  something  brutal  in  shouting 

VOL.  II.  E 


242  THE  LADY  EESIDENT.  [chap. 

a  welcome  in  the  face  of  the  bright  sweet  maiden 
in  whose  eyes,  as  she  advanced,  he  discerned  a 
startled  look,  not  of  fear,  but  certainly  of  gracious 
shyness.  So  he  raised  his  cap  and  held  it  high 
above  his  head  as  Bertie  passed,  and  taking  a 
dainty  bunch  of  flowers  from  his  button-hole 
threw  them  at  her  feet.  His  example  guided  all 
those  present ;  and  Bertie,  blushing,  walked  for- 
ward through  a  silent  throng,  with  flowers  falling 
around  her.  They  watched  her  keenly,  these 
youths  who  had  met  to  do  honour  to  the  ladies, 
admitted  to  their  hall ;  noticed  how  her  colour 
came  and  went,  how  the  eyes  shone  beneath  their 
downcast  lids,  and  what  a  tremulous  light  seemed 
to  flutter  about  the  face,  as  if  smiles  or  tears 
might  break  forth  at  any  moment.  A  long  flight 
of  steps  led  to  the  entrance  of  the  great  hall,  and 
the  students  stood  still,  silent  and  bareheaded,  as 
Bertie  ascended.  When  she  raised  her  eyes  she 
saw  the  Principal  and  Lady  Mary  Ellice,  smiling 
upon  her  from  the  topmost  step.  The  Principal 
came  forward,  and  took  both  her  hands  in  his  ; 
Lady  Mary  threw  her  arms  round  the  young  girl's 
neck  and  kissed  her,  and  then  the  ringing  cheers 
broke  forth. 

"  You  must  bow  to  them,  my  love  :  "  said  Lady 
Mary. 
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"  Come  with  me,  please  :  "  said  Bertie,  taking 
Lady  Mary's  hand,  and  the  two  ladies  turned  and 
stood  for  a  moment  on  the  topmost  step.  Lady 
Mary  smiled,  Bertie  bowed,  and  the  students 
crowded  forward  with  shouts  and  cheers. 

"  It  is  very  beautiful  of  them  to  welcome  the 
girls  to  their  college,  and  I  do  love  them  for 
it : "  said  Bertie,  turnino-  her  beaminor  face  to 
the  Principal.  "  It  is  just  the  kind  of  thing 
my  father  would  have  done  when  he  was 
young." 

The  Principal  looked  at  her,  and  his  lips 
trembled,  but  he  did  not  reply. 

"  We  are  rather  late,  I  fear  :  "  said  Lady  Mary. 
*'  You  have  to  go  along  that  passage,  Bertie,  and 
enter  by  a  small  door  which  you  will  see  at  the 
far  end.  We  go  to  the  dais,  and  shall  be  in 
before  you." 

The  hall  was  nearly  full  w^hen  Bertie  entered, 
and  she  took  her  seat  by  the  side  of  Lily  Carter. 
The  Principal  and  the  professors  in  their  black 
gowns  occupied  the  dais  ;  the  Oxford  examiners, 
Sir  Bartle  Fossey  and  a  few  local  magnates,  were 
also  there.  A  moment  later  and  there  was  a 
rush  and  a  hubbub  of  voices  as  the  under- oradu- 
ates  took  possession  of  their  gallery. 

"  Just  like  a  set  of  unmannerly  school-boys  : ' 
E  2 
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exclaimed  Mrs.  Armstrong ;  "  and  what  a  noise 
they  were  making  outside  !  " 

"It  is  a  great  pity  the  college  girls  were  not 
placed  together,  instead  of  being  scattered  all  over 
the  hall : "  said  Miss  Ellen  Green. 

**  Their  behaviour  would  certainly  have  con- 
trasted most  favourably  with  that  of  the  males : " 
added  Miss  le  Mesurier. 

"  The  candidates  a?^e  together,  near  the  side  of 
the  dais,"  she  continued,  "  and  of  course  Miss 
Eavenshaw  has  contrived  to  come  last  and  get 
into  a  position  where  every  one  can  see  her. 
How  parents  can  allow  a  mere  girl  to  wear  such 
expensive  clothes  I  can't  imagine  ;  but  I  suppose 
one  ought  not  to  be  surprised  at  anything  Miss 
Ravenshaw's  mother  may  do." 

"  Hush  !  There's  somebody  speaking.  Oh, 
it's  Hopkins ! " 

A  stout  florid  man  with  dark  curly  hair  ad- 
dressed the  meeting.  He  explained  at  great 
length  to  the  Principal,  the  professors,  the 
students  and  their  assembled  friends,  the  facts 
connected  with  Sir  Bartle  Fossey's  gift,  which 
everybody  knew.  He  was  not  quite  safe  in  the 
matter  of  names,  dates,  and  numbers  ;  and  as  he 
had  recently  been  interviewed  by  Miss  Ellen 
Green,    and    had   received    a    letter   from   Miss 
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Kimberley  Fincli,  he  announced  that  St.  Clary's 
collecre  for  women  had  been  founded,  endowed 
and  was  entirely  supported  and  governed  by 
ladies. 

"  No,  no  :  "  cried  the  professors  ;  and  the  Ox- 
ford examiner  turned  to  the  Principal,  who 
shook  his  head.  Whereupon  the  examiner  stated 
that  he  would  not  occupy  himself  with  details, 
and  sat  down. 

The  Principal  said  a  few  gracious  words  of 
welcome  to  the  students  from  St.  Mary's  ;  one  or 
two  of  the  professors  did  the  same,  and  one  and 
all  eulogised  Sir  Bartle  Fossey. 

These  preliminaries  being  ended,  the  awards 
of  the  examiners  were  read  aloud. 

Bertie  RavensJiaio  was  the  first  name  on  the 
first  list,  and  it  was  greeted  with  a  shout. 

"  Facile  princeps  :  "  said  the  examiner,  with  a 
bland  smile,  turning  to  his  colleague,  who  also 
smiled. 

Bertie  Ravenshaw  recurred  ao-ain  and  asfain, 
and  always  first  on  the  list.  The  excitement  of 
the  students  increased  at  each  repetition  of  the 
name,  and  there  were  shouts  of  applause  from  all 
parts  of  the  hall.  Lily  Carter  stood  up  and 
uttered  wild  cries  as  she  waved  a  handkerchief 
over  her  head,  then  sat  down  and  wiped  her  face 
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with  it ;  finally  she  made  it  into  a  tight  ball,  and 
clasped  it  between  her  hands.  There  was  a  great 
flutter  of  handkerchiefs,  for  all  Bertie's  college 
companions  greeted  her  in  this  manner,  all 
except  one,  a  little  dark  creature  with  close- 
cropped  hair,  who  went  about  with  a  huge  alpaca 
umbrella.  She  had  the  umbrella  between  her 
knees,  and  pounded  away  steadily  upon  the  floor. 
If  there  was  a  momentary  intermission  in  the 
cheering  this  was  as  a  signal  to  arms,  and  caused 
it  to  be  renewed. 

The  shouts,  the  cries  of  Bertie,  Bertie  Raven- 
shaiv,  the  waving  of  caps  and  handkerchiefs,  and 
the  hands  and  arms  outstretched  in  a  wild 
effort  to  grasp  hers,  drew  Bertie  to  her  feet. 
She  stood  blushing,  smiling,  radiant  with  hap- 
piness. 

*^  Oh,  Mary !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Brownlow  to  her 
cousin.  *'This  is  really  going  a  little  too  far  ;  I 
like  good  looks  ;  but  that  girl's  too  beautiful  for 
anything.  She's  perfectly  dazzling.  Something 
will  have  to  come  down  with  wings  and  take  her 
away,  for  we  shall  never  get  her  home  in  the 
ordinary  manner." 

''  God  bless  my  soul  I "  ejaculated  Sir  Bartle, 
who  had  come  forward  and  stood  gazing  at  Bertie  : 
"  I  say,  EUice,  if  this  is  the   kind  of  woman 
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that  is  going  iu  for  higher  education  we  shall 
have  to  look  out." 

He  turned  to  the  students,  with  whom  he  was 
very  popular,  and  began  his  speech  by  saying  : 

"  I  tell  you  what,  boys,  it  is  the  topmost 
branches  that  bear  the  finest  fruit,  and  they  that 
hope  to  gather  it  must  climb  high.  Mind  you  ;  I 
find  no  fault :  "  he  added,  in  reply  to  the  laughter 
and  cheers  with  which  he  was  greeted. 

He  stumbled  throug:h  a  short  address  which 
was  vociferously  applauded,  and  turned  to  the 
Principal  when  it  was  ended,  wiping  his  brow 
with  a  handkerchief. 

* '  Od  ly  a  pal  try  hundred  a  year !"  he  said .  ' '  Why 
didn't  you  give  me  a  hint,  man  ?  I'd  have  made 
it  two  or  three  with  pleasure  !  Just  see  how  well 
that  girl  is  groomed  !  I  wouldn't  have  her  fall  off 
in  condition  on  any  account.  Don't  let  a  little 
money  stand  in  the  way,  there's  a  good  fellow. 
Just  put  the  thing  into  Lady  Mary's  hands,  for 
you  clever  ones  know  nothing  about  it." 

"  I  assure  you.  Sir  Bartle,"  replied  the  Prin- 
cipal, "  that  Miss  Eavenshaw  values  the  honour 
and  not  the  money.  Her  father  is  a  wealthy  man. 
But  I  must  say  a  few  words.  I  will  tell  you  more 
afterwards." 

The  Principal  advanced,  and  began  to  address 
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the  audience.  Bertie,  with  throbbing  pulses  and 
a  beating  heart,  could  not  at  first  distinguish  his 
words;  but  what  was  this  he  was  saying  !  Lady- 
Mary  had  hoped  that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Kavenshaw 
would  have  been  her  guests,  and  would  have 
been  spectators  of  a  scene  that  must  so  deeply 
gratify  a  parent's  heart.  Why  did  Mr.  Brown- 
low  and  Mr.  Mcholl  cheer  so  vociferously  at  the 
mention  of  her  father's  name,  and  set  off  the 
whole  room  again  !  And  when  there  was  silence 
the  Principal  continued  that  he  had  written  to 
his  esteemed  friend,  Dr.  Harmer  of  Exeter,  Mrs. 
Eavenshaw's  brother,  with  whose  name  they  must 
all  be  familiar,  but,  unfortunately,  professional 
engagements  had  prevented  him  from  joining 
them,  and  he  could  only  telegraph  congratu- 
lations to  his  niece. 

Why  did  Professor  Walmsley  applaud  the 
mention  of  her  uncle's  name,  and  why  did  all 
those  near  him  do  the  same  !  Philip  le  Mesurier 
was  present,  and  his  loud  "  Hear,  hear ! "  had 
called  her  attention  for  the  first  time  to  his 
massive  figure.  Mr.  Tredwen  was  there  also. 
What  did  it  all  mean  !  Was  there  something 
more  than  she  knew  !  And  then  in  a  moment 
it  became  clear,  and  Bertie  bowed  her  face  upon 
her  bauds.     People  had  heard  the  things  that 
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had  been  said,  they  loved  her  and  wished  to 
comfort  her,  and  to  show  her  that  these  things 
were  false. 

"  Bertie,  my  love : "  said  the  Lady  Eesident, 
who  hurried  to  her  side  as  soon  as  the  Principal 
had  finished  speaking,  "  What  is  it ! " 

"  God  is  very  good  to  me  :  "  said  Bertie,  looking 
up  with  a  sweet,  pale  face.  She  rose  and  they 
left  the  hall. 

"  I  must  say  that  I  do  like  to  hear  the 
Principal  speak  about  this  new  college : "  said  a 
lady  to  a  friend  near  her.  ''  I  always  learn  some- 
thing from  him." 

"So  do  T  ! "  was  the  reply. 

*'  You  see,"  said  the  first  speaker,  "  my  hus- 
band intended  to  -^Tite  to  Price  Reece  of  Bristol, 
and  ask  him  to  meet  Dr.  Smart  in  consultation 
about  our  poor  Arthur ;  but  as  soon  as  I  get 
home  I  will  make  him  telegraph  for  this  Dr. 
Harmer.  He  must  be  a  very  eminent  man,  by 
the  way  the  Principal  speaks  of  him." 
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^Shortly. 
[Other  vols,  in  preparation.] 

Atkinson.  —  an  ART  TOUR  TO  THE  NORTHERN 
CAPITALS  OF  EUROPE.     By  J.  Beavington  Atkinson. 

Svo.      \2S. 

**  We  can  highly  recommend  it ;  not  only  for  the  valuable  informa- 
tion it  gives  on  the  special  subjects  to  which  it  is  dedicated,  but  also 
for  the  interesting  episodes  of  travel  "which  are  intenvoven  with,  ana 
lighten,  the  weightier  matters  of  judicious  and  varied  criticism  on 
art  and  artists  in  northern  capitals.'^ — Art  Journal. 

Atls'inson  (J.  P.)— a  WEEK  AT  THE  LAKES,  AND  WHAT 
CAME  OF  IT  ;  or,  THE  ADVENTURES  OF  MR.  DOBBS 
AND  HIS  FRIEND  MR.  POTTS.  A  Series  of  Sketches  by 
J.  P.  Atkinson.     Oblong  4to.     *is.  6d. 

Baker.—CAST  UP  BY  THE  SEA;  or,  THE  ADVEN- 
TURES  OF  NED  GREY.  By  Sir  Samuel  Baker,  Pasha, 
F.R.G.S.  With  Illustrations  by  HuARD.  Sixth  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.  cloth  pilt.     6s. 

*' An  admirable  tale  of  adventure,  of  marvellous  incidents,  wild 
exploits,  and  terrible  denouements y — Daily  News.  "-.4  story  of 
adventure  by  sea  and  land  in  the  good  old  style." — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

Barker(Lady).— A  YEAR'S  HOUSEKEEPING  IN  SOUTH 
AFRICA.  With  Illustrations.  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6j. 
•'  We  doubt  whether  in  any  of  her  previous  books  she  has  written 
more  pleasantly  than  in  this.  .  .  .  The  great  charm  of  these 
letters  IS  that  she  is  always  natural,  and  tells  of  what  she  sees  and 
hears  in  a  strange  country,  just  as  if  she  were  quietly  chatting  to 
her  friends  by  their  own  fireside.^'* — STANDARD. 

Beesly. — STORIES  FROM  THE  HISTORY  OF  ROME.     By 
Mrs.  Beesly.     Fcap.  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

"  A  little  book  for  which  every  cultivated  and  intelligent  mother  will 
be  grateful,''  —Examiner. 


BELLES  LETT  RES. 


Betsy    Lee  ;   a  FO'C'S'LE  YARN.      Extra  fcap.  8vo.     3^.  6^. 
"  We  can  at  least  say  that  it  is  the  work  of  a  true  poet.''^ — Athe- 


Black    (W.) — Works  by  W.  Black,  Author  of  "A  Daughter  of 
Heth." 

THE  STRANGE   ADVENTURES  OF  A  PHAETON. 

Thirteenth  Thousand.     Illustrated.    Crown  8vo.      ds. 

**  The  book  is  a  really  charming  description  of  a  thousand  English 
landscapes  and  oj  the  emergencies  and  the  fun  and  the  delight  of  a 
picnic  journey  thtough  them  by  a  party  determined  to  enjoy  thent- 
selves,  and  as  well  matched  as  the  pair  of  horses  which  drew  the 
phaeton  they  sat  iw."— Times. 

A    PRINCESS    OF    THULE.      Fourteenth    Thousand,      Crown 

8vo.     ds. 

The  Saturday  Review  says  : — '*  A  novel  which  is  both  romantic 
and  natural^  which  has  much  feeling,  without  any  touch  of 
mawkishness,  which  goes  deep  into  charcuter  without  any  suggestion 
of  painful  analysis — this  is  a  rare  gem  to  find  amongst  the  debris  of 
current  literature,  and  this,  or  nearly  this,  Mr,  Black  has  given 
us  in  tJie  *  Princess  of  Thule.^^^  **  A  beautiful  and  nearly  perfect 
story'' — Spectator. 

THE  MAID  OF  KILLEENA,  and  other  Stories.    Fifth  Thousand. 
Crown  8vo.    6j. 

* '  A  collection  of  pretty  stories  told  in  the  easiest  and pleasantest  manner 
imaginable"— TlM-ES.  "  We  shall  not  be  satisfied  till  «  The 
Maid  of  Killeena'  rests  on  our  shelves'' — Spectator. 

MADCAP  VIOLET.     Eighth  Thousand.     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

**/«  the  very  first  rank  of  Mr.  Black's  hei'oines  ;  proud  as  Sheila, 
and  sweet  as  Coquette,  stands  Madcap  Violet.  The  true,  proud, 
te7ider  nature  of  her,  her  beauty,  her  mischief  her  self  sacrifice, 
endear  her  to  the  reader." — Daily  News. 

GREEN  PASTURES  AND    PICCADILLY.     Cheaper  Edition. 
Seventh  Thousand.     Crown  8vo.     ds. 

MACLEOD  OF  DARE.      With  Illustrations.      Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6.f. 

"  The  best  book  that  Mr.  Black  has  written  ;  the  best  novel  that  has 
been  published  in  England  for  some  years." — ACADEMY. 
A   2 


BELLES  LETTRES. 


Blackie.— THE  wise  men  of  GREECE.  In  a  Series  of 
Dramatic  Dialogues.  By  J.  E.  Blackie,  Professor  of  Greek  in 
the  University  of  Edinburgh.     Crown  8vo.     9^-. 

BlakistOn.— MODERN  SOCIETY  IN  ITS  RELIGIOUS  AND 
SOCIAL  ASPECTS.  By  Peyton  Blakiston,  M.D.,  F.R.S. 
Crown  8vo.     5^. 

Borland    Hall.— By  the  Author  of  "  Olrig  Grange."    Cr.  8vo.  ^s. 

Bramston.— RALPH  AND  BRUNO.  A  Novel.  By  M. 
Bramston.     2  vols,  crown  8vo.     21s. 

Bright.— A    YEAR    IN    A    LANCASHIRE    GARDEN.      By 

Henry  A.  Bright.     Crown  8vo.     y.  6d. 

[Second  Edition  now  ready. 

**  It  is  full  of  admirable  stiggestions  for  the  practical  gardener  as  to 
the  choice  and  arrangement  of  his  plants  J  but  it  will  also  be  read 
vnth  interest  in  the  arin-chair  in  toion.  It  is  the  trne  stoiy  of  a 
year's  gardening  written  by  an  accomplished  man,  whose  floivers 
tell  him  many  stories  arid  pleasant  things  not  to  be  found  iti  the 
nurseryman^ s  catalogue.  .  .  .  A  faithftd  and  fascinating  garden 
story." — Times. 

Brooke.— THE  FOOL  OF  QUALITY;  or,  THE  HISTORY 
OF  HENRY,  EARL  OF  MORELAND.  By  Henry  Brooke. 
Newly  revised,  with  a  Biographical  Preface  by  the  Rev.  Charles 
Kingsley,  M.A.,  Rector  of  Eversley.     Crown  8vo.    ts. 

Bunce.— FAIRY  tales,  their  ORIGIN  AND  MEANING. 
"With  some  Account  of  the  Dwellers  in  Fairy  Land.  By  J. 
Thackray  Bunce.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     3^-.  6^. 

Burnand. — my  time,  and  what  i've  done  with  it. 

By  F.  C.  Burnand,     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

Burnett. — HAWORTH'S.  a  Novel.  By  Frances  Hodgson 
Burnett,  Author  of  ''That  Lass  o'  Lowrie's."  Two  Vols. 
Crown  8vo.     2\s. 

Burns. — THE  poetical  works  of.  Edited  from  the  best 
printed  and  manuscript  Authorities,  with  Glossarial  Index  and  a 
Biographical  Memoir,  by  Alexander  Smith.  Two  Vols.,  fcap. 
8vo,  hand-made  paper,  with  Portrait  of  Burns,  and  Vignette  of  the 
Twa  Dogs,  engraved  by  SiiAW,  nnd  printed  on  India  Paper.     \2s. 


BELLES  LETTRES. 


Carroll.— Works  by  "  Lewis  Carroll  :  »— 

ALICE'S  ADVENTURES  IN  WONDERLAND.  With  Forty- 
two  Illustrations  by  Tenniel  57th  Thousand.  Crown  8vo. 
cloth.     6^. 

^^  An  excellent  puce  of  nonsense.'''' — Times.  ^^  Elegant  and  delicious 
nonsense.''^ — Guardian.  ''That  most  delightful  of  children's 
stories'' — SATURDAY  Review. 

A  GERMAN  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  SAME.  With  Ten- 
niel's  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  gilt.     6j. 

A  FRENCH  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  SAME.  With  Ten- 
niel's  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  gilt.     6j. 

AN  ITALIAN  TRANSLATION  OF  THE  SAME.  By  T. 
P.  RossETTE.     With  Tenniel's  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo.  ds. 

THROUGH  THE  LOOKING-GLASS,  AND  WHAT  ALICE 
FOUND  THERE.   With  Fifty  Illustrations  by  Tenniel.    Crown 
8vo.  gilt.     ds.     45th  Thousand. 
^^ 'Will  fairly  rank  luith   the  tale  of  her  previous   experiences." — 

Daily  Telegraph.     "Many  of  Mr.    TenniePs  designs  are 

masterpieces  of  luise  absurditv." — ATHENAEUM. 

THE  HUNTING  OF  THE  SNARK.     An  Agony  in  Eight  Fits. 
With  Nine  Illustrations  by  H.  Holiday.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra, 
Gilt  edges,     a^s.  6d.     iSth  Thousand. 
"  This  glorious  piece  of  nonsense.  ....  Everybody  ought  to  read  it 

— nearly  everybody  will — and  all  who  deserve  the  treat  will  scream 

with  laughter."— Gkavylic. 

DOUBLETS.     A  Word  Puzzle.     i8mo.     2s. 

Cautley.— A  century  of  emblems.  By  G.  S.  Cautley, 
Vicar  of  Nettleden,  author  of  "The  After  Glow,"  etc.  With 
numerous  Illustrations  by  Lady  Marion  Alford,  Rear- 
Admiral  Lord  W.  Compton,  the  Ven.  Lord  A.  Compton,  R. 
Barnes,  J.  D,  Cooper,  and  the  author.  Pott  4to.  cloth  elegant, 
gilt  edges,     los.  6d. 

Christmas     Carol    (A).      Printed  hi   Colours  from    Original 
Designs  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Trevor  Crispin,  with  Illuminated 
Borders  from  MSS.  of  the  14th  and  15th  Centuries.  Imp.  4to.  cloth 
elegant.     Cheaper  Edition,  21  s. 
*'  A  most  exquisitely  got-up  volume." — Times. 

Church  (A.  J.)— HOR^  TENNYSONIAN.?i:,  Sive  Eclogas 
e  Tennysono  Latine  redditse.  Cura  A.  J.  Church,  A.M. 
Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6j. 


BELLES  LETTRES, 


Clough   (Arthur   Hugh).— the   POEMS  AND  PROSE 
REMAINS    OF    ARTHUR    HUGH    CLOUGH.      With    a 
Selection  from  his  Letters  and  a  Memoir.     Edited  by  his  Wife. 
With  Portrait.     Two  Vols.     Crown  8vo.     2Ij. 
"  Taken  as  a  whole,'^  the  Spectator  says^  "  these  volumes  cannot 

fail  to  be  a  lasting  monument  of  one  of  the  most  original  men  of 

our  «|?r." 

THE  POEMS  OF  ARTHUR  HUGH  CLOUGH,  sometime  Fellow 

of  Oriel  College,  Oxford.     Fifth  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     6j. 

**  From  the  higher  mina  of  cultivated^  all-questiomnq^  but  still  conser- 

vative  England^  in  this  our  puzzled  generation^  we  do  not  know 

of  any  utterance  in  literature  so  characteristic  as  the  potjns  oj 

Arthur  Hus^h  Clough."— Frasek's  Magazine. 

Clunes.— THE  STORY  OF  PAULINE:  an  Autobiography. 
By  G.  C.  Clunes.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Coleridge.— HUGH  CRICHTON'S  ROMANCE.  A  Novel. 
By  Christabel  R.  Coleridge.  Second  Edition.  Crown  8vo.  6s. 

Collects  of  the  Church  of  England,     with  a  beautifully 

Coloured  Floral  Design  to  each  Collect,  and  Illuminated  Cover. 

Crown  8 vo.     I2s.     Also  kept  in  various  styles  of  morocco. 

*'  This  is  beyond  question"  the  Art  Journal  says^  ^^ the  most 
beautiful  book  of  the  season."  The  Guardian  thinks  it  **  fl  suc- 
cessful attempt  to  associate  in  a  natural  and  unforced  manner  the 
flowers  of  our  fields  and  gardens  with  the  course  of  the  Christian 
year." 

Colquhoun. — rhymes  and  CHIMES.  By  F.  S.  Colqu- 
HOUN  (nee  F.  S.  Fuller  Maitland).    Extra  fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

Cooper. — SEBASTIAN.  A  Novel.  By  Katherine  Cooper. 
Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Dante  ;  an  essay.  with  a  Translation  of  the  "  De  Mon- 
archia."  By  the  Very  Rev.  W.  R.  Church,  D.C.L.,  Dean  of 
St.  Paul's.     Crown  Svo.    6s. 

THE   "DE   MONARCHIA."     Separately.     Svo.     ^s.6d. 

the    PURGATORIO.       a  Prose   Translation,   with    Notes    by 
A.  J.  Butler.     Post  Svo.  {^Shortly. 

Day.— BENGAL  PEASANT  LIFE.  By  the  Rev.  Lal  Behari 
Day.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.       6s. 

*'  The  book  presents  a  careful^  minute^  and  well-drawn  picture  of 
Hindoo  peasant  life."—DK\\?i  New^s. 


tidLLES  LET  IRES. 


Days  of  Old ;  stories  from  old  English  history. 

By   the   Author   of    "Ruth   and   her   Friends."      New    Edition. 
l8mo.  cloth,  extra.     2j.  dd. 

Duff  (Grant).— MISCELLANIES,  POLITICAL  and  LITE- 
RARY.    By  M.  E.  Grant  Duff,  M.P.     8vo.     io;.  6,/. 

Elsie. — A  LOWLAND  SKETCH.  By  A.  C.  M.  Crown  8vo. 
6j. 

Estelle  Russell. — By  the  Author  of  "The  Private  Life  of 
Galileo."     New  Edition.     Crown  8 vo.     6j. , 

Evans. — \Vorks  by  Sebastian  Evans. 

BROTHER      FABIAN'S     MANUSCRIPT,     AND      OTHER 
POEMS.    Fcap.  8vo.  cloth.    6j. 

"/«  this  volume  ive  have  full  assurance  that  he  has  *  the  vision  and 
the  faculty  divint.''  .  .  .  Clever  and  full  of  kindly  humour.''^ — 
Globe. 

IN  THE    STUDIO:    A    DECADE    OF    POEMS.     Extra  fcap. 
8vo.     5j. 

"  The  finest  thini[  in  the  book  is  ^Dudman  in  Paradise,'  a  zvcnderfidh 
vigorous  and  beautiful  story.  The  poem  is  a  most  remarkable  one, 
full  of  beauty,  humour,  and  pointed  satire.^' — ACADEMY. 

Farrell. — the  lectures  of  a  certain  professor. 

By  the  Rev.  Joseph  Farrell.     Cro\\Ti  8vo.     7^-.  6d. 

Fawcett. — tales  in  political  economy.  By  MiL- 
licent  Fawcett,  Author  of  "Political  Economy  for  Beginners." 
Globe  8vo.  3^. 

"  The  idea  is  a  good  one,  and  it  is  quite  wonderful  what  a  mass  of 
economic  teaching  the  author  manages  to  compress  into  a  small 
space.  .  .  The  true  doctrines  of  international  trade,  currency, 
and  the  ratio  between  production  and  population,  are  set  before  us 
and  illustrated  in  a  masterly  manner.'* — Athen/EUM. 

Fleming. — Works  by  George  Fleming. 
A  NILE  NOVEL.     Third  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo. 
MIRAGE.     A  Novel.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

Fletcher.— THOUGHTS  from  a  girl's  life.    By  Lucv 

Fletcher.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.    4^.  6d. ' 


BELLES  LETT  RES. 


Freeman.  —  historical      and      architectural 

SKETCHES  ;    CHIEFLY  ITALIAN.     By  E.  A.  Freeman, 
D.C.L.,  LL.D.     With  Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Crown  8vo. 
10^.  dd. 
*'  Those  who  know  Italy  well  will  retrace  their  steps  with  delight  in 

Mr.  Freeman^ s  cojnMny,  and  Hud  him  a  most  ijiterestinq  guide 

and  instructor.''^ — EXAMINER. 

Garnett. — idylls  and  epigrams.     Chiefly  from  the  Greek 
Anthology.     By  Richard  Garnett.    Fcap.  8vo.     2j.  dd. 
"A    charming  little  book.      For  English   readers^    Mr.   Gametics 
translations  will  open  a  new  world  of  thought^ — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 

Gilmore. — STORM  WARRIORS  ;  or,  LIFE-BOAT  WORK 
ON  THE  GOODWIN  SANDS.  By  the  Rev.  John  Gilmore, 
M.A.,  Rector  of  Holy  Trinity,  Ramsgate,  Author  of  "The 
Ramsgate  Life-Boat,"  in  MacmillarCs  Magazine.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.  6j. 
*'  The  stoj-ies,  xvhich  are  said  to  be  literally  exa^t,  are  more  thrilling 

than  anything  in  fiction.     Mr.  Gilmore  has  done  a  good  work  as 

well  as  written  a  good  book.'" — Daily  News. 

Guesses  at  Truth. — By  Two   Brothers.      i8mo.     4^.  'U. 
Golden  Treasury  Series. 

Hamerton. — a  PAINTER'S  CAMP.     Second  Edition,  revised. 

Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6j. 

*■''  These  pages^  written  with  infinite  spirit  and  humour ^  bring  into 
close  rooms,  back  upon  tired  heads,  the  breezy  airs  of  Lancashire 
moors  and  Highland  lochs,  with  a  freshness  which  no  recent 
novelist  has  succeeded  in  preserving.''^ — Nonconformist. 

Harry. — a  POEM.  By  the  Author  of  "Mrs.  Jerningham's 
Journal."     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     3^.  dd. 

Hawthorne. — the  laughing  mill  ;  and  Other  Stories. 
By  Julian  Hawthorne.  Cheaper  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6^. 
' '  A  vohiine  of  per7nanent  value,  and  among  recent  books  quite  alone 
for  subtle  blending  of  individual  and generaUmvian  interest,  poetic 
and  psychological  suggestion,  and  rare  htanour  ....  We 
cordially  coniviend  the  stories  to  readers  of  all  classes,  hoping 
they  will  not  pay  the  slightest  attention  to  any  one  who  tells  them 
beforehand  they  are  7vantinq  in  human  interest." — CONTEMPORARY 
Review. 

Heine.— SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  POETICAL  WORKS 
OF  HEINRICH  HEINE.  Translated  into  English.  Crown 
Svo.     ^r.  6d. 

HigginSOn.— MALBONE:  An  Oldport  Romance.  By  T.  W. 
HiGGiNSON.     Fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 


BELIES  LE7TRES. 


Hilda    among  the   Broken    Gods. — By  the  Author  of 

"  Olrig  Grange. "     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     'js.  6d. 

Hobday.  —  COTTAGE     GARDENING ;     or,     FLOWERS, 
FRUITS   AND   VEGETABLES  FOR    SMALL  GARDENS. 
By  E.  Hobday,     Crown  8vo.     ij-.  6d. 
"  A  sensible  and  useful  little  book.'" — Athen^UM. 

Hooper  and   Phillips.— a  manual  OF  MARKS  ON 

POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN.    A  Dictionary  of  Easy  Refer- 
ence.    By  W.  H.  Hooper  and  W.  C.  Phillips.    With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Second  Edition,  revised.      i6mo.     4^.  6d. 
**  It  is  one  of  the  most  complete,  and  beyond  all  comparison,  the 
handiest  volume  of  the  kind.'''' — Athen^um. 

Hopkins. —  ROSE    TURQUAND.       A    Novel.       By    Ellice 
Hopkins.     Cheaper  Edition.     Cro%vn  8vo.     6j. 
^^  Rose  Ttirqiiand  is  a  noble  heroine,  and  the  story  of  her  stifferitigs 
and  of  her  sacrifice  is  most  touching.    A  tale  of  rare  excellerue." — 
Standard. 

Horace.— WORD  FOR  WORD  FROM  HORACE.  The  Odes 
literally  versified.  By  W.  T.  Thornton,  C.B.  Crown  Svo. 
Is.  6d. 

Hunt. — TALKS  ABOUT  ART.  By  William  Hunt.  With 
a  Letter  by  J.  E.  Millais,     Cro^^•n  Svo.     3J-.  6d. 

**  They    are   singularly    racy    and   suggestive. ^^ Pall     Mall 

Gazette. 

Irving. — Works  by  Washington  Irving. 

OLD    CHRISTMAS.     From    the  Sketch  Book.      With  upwards 
of    100  Illustrations   by  Randolph  Caldecott,  engraved  by  J.   D. 
Cooper.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  elegant.     6j. 
"  This  little  volume  is  indeed  a  gem."— Daily  News.     "  One  of  the 
best  and  prettiest  volumes  we  have  seen  this  year.   ....   All  the 
illustrations  are  equally  charming  and  equally  worthy  of  the  im- 
mortal words  to  which  they  are  wedded." — SATURDAY  REVIEW. 

BRACEBRIDGE  HALL.     With  120  illustrations  by  R.  Caldecott. 
Crown  Svo.  cloth  gilt.     ds. 

'  *  No  one  who  has  seen  '  Old  Christmas,^  issued  last  year  with 
charming  illustrations  by  Mr.  Caldecott,  is  likely  to  forget  the 
pleasure  he  derived  from  tttrning  over  its  pages.  Text  and  illus- 
trations, both  having  a  flavour  of  quaint,  old-fashioned  humour, 
fit  into  each  other  to  perfection,  and  leave  an  impression  absolutely 
unique.  .  .  .  This  work  is  in  no  respect  behind  its  pre- 
decessor."—(^LOS.^. 


lo  BELLES  LETTRES. 

James. — Works  by  Henry  James,  jun. 

FRENCH  POETS  AND  NOVELISTS.     Crown  8vo.     8j.  6d. 
Contents  :— Alfred  de  Musset — Theophile  Gautier — Baudelaire — 
Honore  de  Balzac — George  Sand — Turgenieff,  etc. 
**  Thei'e  has  of  late  years  appeared  nothing  upon  French  literature 
so  intelligent  as  this  book — so  acute,  so  full  of  good  sense,  so  free 
Jrojn  afectation  and  pretence.^'' — ATHEN^liUM. 

THE  EUROPEANS.     A  Novel.     Cheaper  Edition.      Crown  Svo. 
6j. 

THE  AMERICAN.     Crown  Svo.     6^. 

DAISY  MILLER  ;   and  Otaer  Stories.     2  vols.     Crown  Svo.    2ij. 

RODERICK  HUDSON.     Three  Vols.     Crown  Svo.     3IX.  6^ 

THE  MADONNA  OF  THE  FUTURE  ;  and  other  Tales.     Two 
Vols.     Crown  Svo.     2\s. 

Joubert.— PENSEES  OF  JOUBERT.  Selected  and  Translated 
with  the  Original  French  appended,  by  Henry  Attwell,  Knight 
of  the  Order  of  the  Oak  Crown.      Crown  Svo.     5f. 

Keary  (A.)— Works  by  Annie  Keary:— 
CASTLE    DALY  :     THE    STORY    OF    AN   IRISH     HOME 
THIRTY  YEARS  AGO.     New  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6^. 
"  Extremely  touching,  and  at  the  same  tiffie  thoroughly  amusing," — 
Morning  Post. 

JANET'S  HOME.     New  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     2s.  ed, 

CLEMENCY  FRANKLYN.     New  Edition.     Globe  Svo.     2s.  6d 

OLDBURY.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 

A  YORK  AND  A  LANCASTER  ROSE.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
"  A  very  pleasant  and  thoroughly  interesting  book.'" — ^JOHN  Bull. 

A  DOUBTING  HEART.     Three  Vols.     Crown  Svo.     z^s.6d. 

Keary    (E.)  —  the      magic      valley  ;      or,     PATIENT 
ANTOINE.     With  Illustrations  by  E.   V.  B.     Globe  Svo.    gilt. 
4J.  6d. 
**  A  very  pretty,  tender,  quaint  little  tale."" — Times. 

Kingsley. — Works  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Kingsley,  M.A., 
Rector  of  Eversley,  and  Canon  of  Westminster  : — 

WESTWARD    HO  1    or,    The    Voyages  and  Adventures  of  Sir 
Amyas  Leigh.     Forty-third  Thousand.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 

TWO  YEARS  AGO.     24th  Thousand.    Crown  Svo.     6s. 
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Kingsley  {Q,,)— continued. 

HYPATIA  ;  or.  New  Foes  with  an  Old  Face.  Tenth  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6j. 

HEREWARD    THE    WAKE— LAST    OF    THE    ENGLISH. 

Fifth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6j". 

YEAST  :  A  Problem.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

ALTON  LOCKE.  New  Edition.  With  a  Prefatory  Memoir  by 
Thomas  Hughes,  Q.C,  and  Portrait  of  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo.     6j. 

THE  WATER  BABIES.     A  Fairy  Tale  for  a  Land  Baby.     With 

Illustrations  by  Sir  Noel  Paton,    R.S.A.,   and   P.    Skelton. 

New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     ds. 

**  In  fun^  in  humour,  mid  in  innocent  imagination,  as  a  child ^ 
book  we  do  not  know  its  ^^z<a/."— London  Review.  '*  Mr. 
Kingsley  vitist  have  the  credit  ofrroealing  to  us  a  new  order  of  life. 
.  .  .  There  is  in  the  *  Water  Babies '  an  abundance  of  wit,  fun, 
good  humour,  geniality,  elan,  go^ — Times. 
THE  HEROES ;  or,  Greek  Fairy  Tales  for  my  Children.     With 

Illustrations.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

**  We  do  not  think  these  heroic  stories  have  ever  been  more  attractively 
told.  .  .  There  is  a  deep  under-current  of  religurus  feeling  traceable 
throughout  its  pages  which  is  sure  to  influence  young  readers  power' 
fully y — London  Review.  "  One  of  the  children's  books  that 
will  surely  become  a  classic.^' — Nonconformist. 

PHAETHON  or,  Loose  Thoughts  for  Loose  Thinkers.  Third 
Edition.     Cro^vn  8vo.     zs. 

POEMS;   including    The    Saint's   Tragedy,    Andromeda,    Songs, 

Ballads,  etc.     Complete  Collected  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

73^^  Spectator  calls  ''Andromeda''  *Uhe  finest  piece  of  English 

hexameter  verse  that   has    ever  been  written.      It  is   a   volume 

which  many  readers  will  be  glad  to  possess." 

PROSE  IDYLLS.     NEW  AND  OLD.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown 

8vo.     6j. 

Contents  : — A  Charm  oj  Birds ;  Chalk-Stream  Studies  ;  The 
Fens  ;  My  Winter-  Garden  ;  From  Ocean  to  Sea  ;  North  Devon. 

*^  Altogether  a  delightful  book It  exhibits  the  author's  best 

traits,  and  cannot  fail  to  infect  the  reader  with  a  love  of  nature 
and  of  out-door  life  and  its  enjoyments.  It  is  well  calculated  to 
bring  a  gleam  of  summer  with  its  pleasant  associatiofts,  into  tkt 
bleak  winter-time  ;  while  a  better  companion  for  a  summer  ramble 
could  hardly  be  found."— EmiiSYi  Quarterly  Review. 
GLAUCUS  ;    or,  THE  WONDERS  OF  THE  SEA-SHORE. 

With  Coloured  Illustrations.     Sixth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
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Kingsley  (C.) — continued. 
MADAM  HOW  AND  LADY  WHY  ;  or,  First  Le  sons  \\\  Earth- 
Lore  for  Children.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6j, 
HEALTH  EDUCATION,     New  Edition.      Crown  8vo.     ds. 

Kingsley   (H.) — Works  by  Henry  Kingsley  :-~ 
THE    LOST    CHILD.     With   Eight   Illustrations    by   Frolich. 
Crown  4to.  cloth  gilt.     y.  dd. 

**  A  pathetic  story ^  and  told  so  as  to  give  children  an  interest  in 
Australian  ways  and  scenery."—  Globe.  "  Very  charmingly  and 
very  touchingly  told."— Saturday  Review. 

TALES  OF  OLD  TRA.VEL.  Re-narrated.  With  Eight  full- 
page  Illustrations  by  Huard.  Fifth  Edition.  Crown  8vo. 
cloth,  extra  gilt.     5^". 

^'IVe  know  no  better  book  for  those  who  want  knoivledge  or  seek  to 
refresh  it.  As  for  the  ^ sensatio7ial,^  most  novels  are  tame  com' 
pared  with  these  narratives''' — Athen^um.  ^'  Exactly  the  book 
to  interest  and  to  do  good  to  intelligent  and  high-spirited  boys." — 
Literary  Churchman. 

Knatchbull-Hugessen. — Works  by  E.    h.   Knatchbull- 
Hugessen,  M.P.  : — 
CRACKERS  FOR  CHRISTMAS.     More  Stories.    With  Illustra- 
tions by  Jellicoe  and  Elwes.     Fifth  Edition.    Crown  8vo.    5j. 
*'  A  fascinating  little  volume,  which  will  make  him  friends  in  every 
household  in  which  there  are  children." — Daily  News. 
QUEER    FOLK.       FAIRY    STORIES.       Illustrated  by  S.   E. 
Waller.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     Cloth  gilt.     ^s. 
'■^Decidedly  the  author's  happiest  effort.  .  .  .    One  of  the  best  story 
books  of  the  year." — Hour. 
Knox.-— SONGS  OF  CONSOLATION.     By  Isa  Craig  Knox. 
Extra  fcap.  Svo.     Cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,     ^s.  dd. 
'*  The  verses  are  truly  sweet ;  there  is  in  them  not  only  much  genuine 
poetic  quality,  but  an  ardent,  floiving  devotedness,  and  a  peculiar 
skill  in  propounding  theological  tenets  in  the  most  graceful  way, 
which  any  divine  might  envy." — Scotsman. 
Leading  Cases  done  into  English.    By  an  Apprentice  of 

Lincoln's  Inn.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     is.  6d. 

"  The  versifier  oj  these  'Leading  Cases'  has  been  most  successful. 
He  has  surrounded  his  legal  distinctions  with  a  halo  of  mock 
tassion  which  is  in  itself  in  the  highest  degree  entertaining,  especi- 
ally zvhen  the  style  of  the  difjerent  modern  poets  is  so  admirably 
hit  off  that  the  cloud  of  associations  which  hangs  round  one  oj 
Mr.  Szvinlmrne's,  or  Mr.  Rossetti's,  or  Mr.  Browning's,  or  Mr. 
Clough's,  or  Mr.  Tennyson's  poems,  is  summoned  up  to  set  off 
the  mock  tenderness  or  mock  patriotism  of  the  strain  itself:'— 
Spectator. 
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Leland. — johnnykin  and  the  goblins.    By  c.  G. 

Leland,  Author  of  "  Hans  Breitmann's  Ballads."  With  numerous 

Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Crown  8vo.     6^. 

''^  Mr.  Leland  is  rich  in  fantastic  conception  and  full  of  rollicking 

fun,  and  youngsters  iinll  ainazijigly  eyijoy  his  book." — BRITISH 

Quarterly  Review. 

Life  and  Times  of  Conrad  the  Squirrel,      a  Story 

for  Children.     By  the  Author  of  "Wandering  WilHe,"  **Effie's 
Friends,"  &c.       With  a  Frontispiece  by  R.    Farren.      Second 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     3J.  6d. 
**  Having  commenced  on  the  first  page,  we  were  compelled  to  go  on  to 

the  conclusion,  and  this  ive  predict  will  be  the  case  with  every  one 

who  opens  the  book^ — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Little  E Stella,  and  other  FAIRY  TALES  FOR  THE  YOUNG. 
l8mo.  cloth  extra,     is.  6d. 

Loftie. — FORTY-SIX  SOCIAL  TWITTERS.  By  Mrs.  Loftie. 
Second  Edition.     i6mo.     2s.  6d. 

*^Many  of  these  essays  are  bright  and  pleasant,  and  extremely  sen- 
sible remarks  are  scattered  about  the  book.'' — Athen^UM. 

Lome. — Works  by  the  Marquis  of  Lorne  : — 

GUIDO  AND  LITA  :  A  TALE  OF  THE  RIVIERA.     A  Poem. 

Third  Edition.   Small  4to.  cloth  elegant,  with  Illustrations.    7j.  ()d. 

*'  Lord  Lorne  has  the  gifts  of  expression  as  well  as  the  feelings  of  a 
poet." — Times.  "  A  volume  op  graceful  and  harmonious  verse.''' — 
Standard.  "  We  may  congratulate  the  Marquis  on  something 
7Hore  than  a  mere  succes  a'estime.''' — GRAPHIC.  ''Lucidity  of 
thought  and  gracejulness  of  expression  abound  in  this  attractive 
poem." — Morning  Post. 

THE  BOOK  OF  THE  PSALMS,  LITERALLY  RENDERED 
IN  VERSE.  With  Three  lUustrations.  Third  Edition.  Crown 
8vo.     7j.  6d. 

**  His  version  is  such  a  great  improvement  upon  Rous  that  it  will  be 
surprising  should  it  not  supplant  the  old  version  in  the  Scottish 
churches.  .  .  .  on  the  whole,  it  xvould  not  be  rash,  to  call  Lord 
Lome's  the  best  rh\med  Psalter  we  >4aw."— Athenaeum. 

Lowell. — Complete  poetical  works  of  James  russell 

Lowell.     With  Portrait,  engraved  by  Jeens.      i8mo.  cloth  extra. 

OfS.  6d. 

''All  readers  who  are  able  to  recognise  and  appreciate  gemtine  verse 

will  give  a  glad  welcome  to  this  beautiful  Utile  volume." — Pall 

Mall  Gazette. 
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Lyttelton. — Works  by  Lord  Lyttelton  : — 
THE    "COMUS"    OF    MILTON,  rendered  into  Greek  Verse. 
Extra  fcap.  8vo.     5^. 

THE  ♦*  SAMSON   AGONISTES"  OF    MILTON,  rendered  into 
Greek  Verse.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s.  6d. 

Maclaren.— THE  FAIRY  family,  a  series  of  Ballads  and 
Metrical  Tales  illustrating  the  Fairy  Mythology  of  Europe.  By 
Archibald  Maclaren.  With  Frontispiece,  Illustrated  Title, 
and  Vignette.     Crown  8vo.  gilt.     5^-. 

Macmillan's  Magazine. — Published  Monthly.  Price  IS. 
Volumes  I.  to  XXXIX.  are  now  ready,    yj.  6d.  each, 

Macquoid. — Works  by  Katharine  S.  Macquoid. 
PATTY.     Third  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.     6s. 
"A  book  to  be  read." — Standard.     *^  A  powerful  and  fascinating 
story. " — Daily  Telegraph. 
THE  BERKSHIRE  LADY.     Crown  Svo.      los.  6d. 

Maguire,— YOUNG  prince  marigold,  and  other 

FAIRY  STORIES.   By  the  late  John  Francis  Maguire,  M.P. 
Illustrated  by  S.  E.  Waller.     Globe  Svo.  gilt.     4^.  6d. 

Mahaffy. — Works  by  J.  P.  Mahaffy,  M.A,,  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Dublin. 
SOCIAL    LIFE  IN  GREECE  FROM  HOMER  TO  MENAN- 
DER.     Third  Edition,  enlarged,  with  New   Chapter  on   Greek 
Art.     Crown  Svo.     gs. 

'  *  Should  be  in  the  hands  of  all  who  desire  thoroughly  to  understand 
and  to  enjoy  Greek  literature,  and  to  get  an  intelligent  idea  of  the 
old  Greek  lije." — Guardian. 
RAMBLES  AND  STUDIES  IN  GREECE.    Illustrated.     Second 
Edition,  revised  and  enlarged,  with  Map.     Crown  Svo,      los.  6d. 
'*  A  singularly  instructive  and  agreeable  volu?ne.'" — Athenaeum. 
**  77iis  charmingly  picturesque  and  lively  volume.'''' — Examiner. 

Massey. — songs  of  the  noontide  rest.  By  Lucy 
Massey,  Author  of  **  Thoughts  from  a  Girl's  Life."  Fcap.  Svo. 
cloth  extra.     4^.  6d. 

Masson    (Mrs.) — three  centuries    of   English 

POETRY  :  being  selections  from  Chaucer  to  Herrick,  with  Intro- 
ductions and  Notes  by  Mrs.  Masson  and  a  general  introduction  by 
Professor  Masson.  Extra  fcap.  Svo.  3^.  6a. 
* '  Most  excellently  done.  The  selections  are  made  with  good  taste 
and  discrimination.  The  notes,  too,  are  to  the  point.  We  can 
most  strongly  recommend  the  book." — Westminster  Review. 
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Masson     (Professor). — Works  by  David  Masson,  M.A., 

Professor  of  Rhetoric  and   English  Literature  in  the  University 

of  Edinburgh. 
WORDSWORTH,      SHELLEY,      KEATS,      AND      OTHER 

ESSAYS.     CrowTi  8vo.     5j. 
CHATTERTON  :  A  Story  of  the  Year  1770.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 
THE    THREE     DEVILS  :       LUTHER'S,      MILTON'S,     and 

GOETHE'S  ;  and  other  Essays.     Crown  8vo.     5^. 

Mazini. — in  the  golden  shell  ;  a  story  of  Palermo.  By 
Linda  Mazini.  With  Illustrations.  Globe  8vo.  cloth  gilt.    41.  6</. 

Merivale.— KEATS'  HYPERION,  rendered  into  Latin  Verse. 
By  C.  Merivale,  B.D.  Second  Edition.  Extra  fcap.  8vo. 
y.  6d. 

Milner.— THE  lily  of  LUMLEY.  By  Edith  Milner. 
Crown  8vo.     7^.  6d. 

Milton's  Poetical  Works.— Edited  with  Text  collated  from 
the  best  Authorities,  with    Introduction    and    Notes    by   David 
Masson.    Three  vols.  Svo.    ^2s.    With  Three  Portraits  engraved  by 
C.   H.   Jeens.     (Uniform  with  the  Cambridge  Shakespeare.) 
^'  Ah  ediiion  of  Milton  which  is  certain  to  be  the  standard  edition 

for  many  years  to  come,  and  which  is  as  complete  and  satisfactory 

as  can  be  conceived^ — Examiner. 
Golden   Treasury   Edition.      By   the   same   Editor.      With   Two 

Portraits.     2  vols.  i8mo.     f)s. 

Mistral  (F.) — MIRELLE,  a  Pastoral  Epic  of  Provence.  Trans- 
lated  by  H.  Crichton.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     ds. 

Mitford  (A.  B.)— tales  of  old  japan.    By  a.  B. 

Mitford,   Second  Secretary  to  the   British  Legation  in  Japan. 

With  Illustrations  drawn  and  cut  on  Wood  by  Japanese  Artists 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo.     6j. 

**  They  will  always  be  interesting  as  memorials  oj  a  most  exceptional 
society  ;  while,  regarded  simply  as  tales,  they  are  sparkling,  sensa^ 
tional,  and  dramatic,'' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Molesworth.  —  Works    by    Mrs.    Molesworth    (Ennis 
Graham)  : — 
GRANDMOTHER    DEAR.      Illustrated    by   Walter    Cr.yne. 
Eighth  Thousand.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.  cloth  gilt.     4J.  dd. 
"  Charmingly  written  pa^es,  full  of  delightfid  but  simple  adventures, 
healthy  in  tone." — Examiner. 
TELL  ME  A  STORY.     lUustrated  by  Walter  Crane.     Globe 
Svo.  gilt.     4^.  ()d.     Fifth  Thousand. 

**  So  delightful  that  we  are  inclined  to  join  in  the  petition,  and  we 
hope  she  may  soon  tell  us  more  stories.^' — ATHENi€;uM. 
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Molesworth  (Mrs.) — continued. 

"  CARROTS  "  :  JUST  A  LITTLE  BOY.    Illustrated  by  Walter 

Crane.     Ninth  Thousand.     Globe  8vo.  gilt.    4s.  6d. 

"  One  of  the  cleverest  and  most  pleasing  stories  it  has  been  our  good 

fortune  to  meet  with  for  some  thne.      '  Carrots '  and  his  sister  are 

delightful  little  beings,  whom  to  read  about  is  at  once  to  be  become 

veryjond  of. — Examiner. 

THE  CUCKOO  CLOCK.    Illustrated  by  Walter  Crane.    Eighth 
Thousand.     Globe  8vo.  gilt.     d^s.  6d. 

^*  A  beautiful  little  story.  .  .  .  It  will  be  read  with  delight  by 
every  child  into  zuhose  hands  it  is  placed.  .  .  .  Ennis  Graham 
deserves  all  the  praise  that  has  been,  is,  and  luill  be,  bestozved  on 
'  The  Cuckoo  Clock.''  Children's  stories  are  plentiful,  but  one  like 
this  is  not  to  be  met  with  every  day."  — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

THE    TAPESTRY    ROOM.      Illustrated  by   Walter    Crane 
Globe  8vo,  gilt.     4^.  6^.  \^I?/imediately. 

Moulton. — SWALLOW  FLIGHTS.    Poems  by  Louisa  Chand- 
ler MOULTON.     Extra' fcap.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

The  Athen^UM  says  : — "  Mi's.  Moulton  has  a  real  claim  to  atten- 
tion. It  is  not  too  7nuch  to  say  of  these  poems  that  they  exhibit 
delicate  and  rare  beauty,  marked  originality,  and  perfection  of 
style.  What  is  still  better,  they  itnpress  us  with  a  sense  of  vivid 
and  subtle  i77iagination,  and  that  spontaneous  feeling  zvhich  is  the 
essence  of  lyrical  i)oetry." 

Moultrie. — POEMS  by  John    Moultrie.      Complete   Edition. 

2  vols.     Crown  Svo.     yj.  each. 
Vol.  I.  MY  BROTHER'S    GRAVE,  DREAM   OF   LIFE,    &c. 

With  Memoir  by  the  Rev.  Prebendary  Coleridge. 
Vol.  II.  LAYS  OF  THE  ENGLISH  CHURCH,  and  other  Poems. 

With  notices  of  the  Rectors  of  Rugby,  by  M.  H.    Bloxham, 

F.R.A.S. 

Mrs.  Jerningham's  Journal,     a  Poem  purporting  to  be  the 

Journal  of  a  newly-married  Lady.     Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo. 

3J.  6d. 

**It  is  nearly  a  perfect  gem.  We  have  had  nothing  so  good  for  a 
long  time,  and  those  who  neglect  to  read  it  are  neglecting  one  of 
the  jewels  of  contemporary  history.'^ — Edinburgh  Daily  Re- 
view. ' '  One  quality  in  the  piece,  sufficient  of  itself  to  claim  a 
moment's  attention,  is  that  it  is  unique—  original,  indeed,  is  not  too 
strong  a  word — in  the  manner  of  its  conception  and  execution,''' 
—Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
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Mudie.— STRAY  LEAVES.      By  C.  E.  Mudie.      New  Edition. 

Extra   fcap.    8vo.       y.   dd.        Contents  :—" His   and   Mine"— 

"Night  and  Day"— "One  of  Many,"  &c. 

TTiis  little  volume  consists  of  a  number  of  poems  ^  mostly  of  a  genuinely 
devotional  character.  "  They  are  for  the  most  part  so  exquisitely 
sweet  and  delicate  as  to  be  quite  a  marvel  of  composition.  They  are 
worthy  of  being  laid  up  in  the  recesses  of  the  heart,  and  recalled  to 
memory  irom  time  to  time." — Illustrated  London  News. 

Murray.— ROUND  ABOUT  FRANCE.     By  E.  C.  Grenville 
Murray.     Crown  8vo,     yx.  dd. 
''A  most  amusing  series  of  articles.'" — Athen^UM. 

Myers  (Ernest). — Works  by  Ernest  Myers  :— 
THE   PURITANS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.  cloth.     2s.  6d, 
POEMS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     4^.  6d. 

**  The  diction  is  excellent,  the  rhythm  fahs  pleasantly  on  the  ear, 
there  is  a  classical  flavour  in  the  verse  which  is  eminently  grateful, 
the  thought  and  imagery  are  poetical  in  character^ — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

Myers  (F.  W.  H.)— poems.  By  F.  W.  H.  Myers.  Con- 
taining "St.  Paul,"  "St  John,"  and  others.  Extra  fcap.  8vo. 
4J.  dd. 

*'Itis  rare  to  find  a  writer  who  combines  to  such  an  extent  the  faculty 
of  communicating  feelings  with  the  faculty  of  euphonious  expreS' 
sion. " — Spectator. 

ST.  PAUL.     A  Poem.     New  Edition.    Extra  fcap.  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

Nichol.— HANNIBAL,  A  HISTORICAL  DRAMA.  By  John 
NiCHOL,  B.A.  Oxon.,  Regius  Professor  of  English  Language  and 
Literature  in  the  University  of  Glasgow.    Extra  fcap.  8vo.   yj.  6d. 

Nine  Years  Old.— By  the  Author  of  "St.  Olave's,"  "When  I 
was  a  Little  Girl,"  &c.  Illustrated  by  Frolich.  Fourth  Edition. 
Extra  fcap,  8vo.  cloth  gilt.     4J.  6d. 

Noel.— BEATRICE  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  By  the  Hon. 
RoDEN  NoEL.     Fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

Noel    (Lady  Augusta). — Works  by  Lady  Augusta  Noel  :— 

OWEN     GWYNNE'S     GREAT     WORK.       Cheaper    Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     6s. 

FROM    GENERATION     TO     GENERATION.       Two     Vols. 
Crown  8vo.  [Shortly. 
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Norton. — Works  by  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton  :— 

THE  LADY  OF  LA  GARAYE.    With  Vignette  and  Frontispiece. 

Eighth  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.     4J.  6d. 

'  *  Full  of  thought  well  expressed,  ana  may  be  classed  among  her  best 
e forts."— Times, 

OLD  SIR  DOUGLAS.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Oliphant. — Works  by  Mrs.  Oliphant  :— 

AGNES  HOPETOUN'S  SCHOOLS  AND  HOLIDAYS.  New 
Edition  with  Illustrations.     Royal  i6mo.  gilt  leaves.     4J.  6d. 

A  SON  OF  THE  SOIL.     New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  CURATE  IN  CHARGE.     Crown  8vo.   6s.     Sixth  Edition 
**  We  can  pronounce  it  one  of  the  happiest  of  her  recent  efforts." — 
Times. 

THE  MAKERS  OF  FLORENCE :  Dante,  Giotto,  Savonarola, 
and  their  City.  With  Illustrations  from  Drawings  by  Professor 
Delamotte,  and  a  Steel  Portrait  of  Savonarola,  engraved  by  C.  H. 
Jeens.  Second  Edition  with  Preface.  Medium  8vo.  Cloth  extra. 
21J. 

The  Edinburgh  Review  says  "  We  cannot  leave  this  subject 
without  expressing  our  admiration  for  the  beautiful  volume  which 
Mrs.  Oliphant  has  devoted  to  the  '  Makers  of  Florence '  — one  oj 
the  most  elegant  and  interesting  books  which  has  been  inspired  in 
our  time  by  the  arts  and  annals  of  that  celebrated  Reptiblic." 

YOUNG  MUSGRAVE.     Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

THE  BELEAGUERED  CITY.     Crown  Svo.  IShortly. 

Our  Year,  a  Child's  Book,  in  Prose  and  Verse.  By  the  Author 
of  "John  Halifax,  Gentleman."  Illustrated  by  Clarence 
DOBELL.     Royal  i6mo.     3^.  6d. 

Palgrave. — Works  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave,  M.A.,  late 
Fellow  of  Exeter  College,  Oxford  : — 

THE  FIVE  DAYS'  ENTERTAINMENTS  AT  WENTWORTH 
GRANGE.  A  Book  for  Children.  With  Illustrations  by  Arthur 
Hughes,  and  Engraved  Title-page  by  Jeens.  Small  4to.  cloth 
extra.     6s. 

LYRICAL  POEMS.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s. 

"A  volume  of  pure  quiet  verse,  sparkling  with  tender  melodies,  and 
alive  with  thoughts  of  genuine  poetry.  .  .  .  Turn  where  we  will 
throughout  the  volume,  we  find  traces  of  beauty,  tenderness,  and 
truth  ;  true  poefs  work,  touched  and  refined  by  the  master-hand  of 
a  real  artist,  who  sho^vs  his  genius  even  in  trifles." — STANDARD. 
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V2\%V2LV^'-contimied. 
ORIGINAL  HYMNS.     Third  Edition,  enlarged,  i8mo.     \s.  6d. 
"  So  ckoue,   so  perfect,  and  so  refined,  so  tender  in  feeling,  and  so 
scholarly  in  expression,  that  we  look  with  special  interest  to  every- 
thing that  he  gives  «j.  "—Literary  Churchman. 

GOLDEN  TREASURY  OF  THE  BEST  SONGS  AND  LYRICS 
Edited  by  F.  T.  Palgrave.     iSmo.     4J.  dd. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  SONNETS  AND  SONGS.  Edited  by  F.  T. 
Palgrave.  With  Vignette  Title  by  Jeens,  (Golden  Treasury 
Series.)     i8mo.     4J.  6^. 

THE  CHILDREN'S  TREASURY  OF  LYRICAL  POETRY. 
Selected  and  arranged  with  Notes  by  F.  T.  Palgrave.  iSnio. 
2.S.  6d,,  and  in  Two  Parts,  is.  each. 

HERRICK  :  SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  LYRICAL  POEMS. 
With  Notes.     (Golden  Treasury  Series.)     i8mo.     45-.  6d. 

PRINCESS    SNOWDROP.     A  Child's   Story.     Extra  f cap.  8 vo. 

[Shortly. 

Pater.— THE  RENAISSANCE.  Studiesin  Art  and  Poetry.  By 
Walter  Pater,  Fellow  of  Brasenose  College,  Oxfoid.  Second 
Edition,  Revised,  with  Vignette,  engraved  by  C.  H.  Jeens.  Crown 
8vo.     los.  6d. 

"  Mr.  Pater's  Studies  in  the  history  of  the  Renaissance,  constitute 
the  most  remarkable  example  of  this  younger  movement  towards  a 
fresh  and  inner  criticism,  and  they  are  in  themselves  a  singular 
and  interesting  addition  to  literature.  The  subjects  are  of  the  very 
kind  in  which  we  need  instruction  and  guidance,  and  there  is  a 
moral  in  the  very  choice  of  them.  From  the  point  of  view  of  form 
and  literary  comt>ositio7i  they  are  striking  in  the  highest  degree. 
They  introduce  to  English  readers  a  new  and  distinguished  master 
in  the  great  ana  difficult  art  of  writing  prose.  Their  style  is 
marked  by  a  flavour  at  once  full  and  exquisite,  by  a  quality  that 
mixes  richness  with  delicacy  and  a  firm  coherency  with  infinite 
subtlety." — FoRTMGHTLY  Review. 

Patmore. — the  children's  garland,  from  the  Best 
Poets.  Selected  and  arranged  by  CovExNTRY  Patmore.  New 
Edition.  With  Illustrations  by  J.  Lawson.  Crown  8vo.  gilt,  ds. 
Golden  Treasury  Edition.     i8mo.     4^.  dd. 

Peel. —  ECHOES  FROM  HOREB,  AND  OTHER  POEMS. 
By  Edmund  Peel,  '  Author  of  *•  An  Ancient  City,"  etc.  Crown 
8vo.     3^.  dd. 


BELLES  LETT  RES. 


Pcmber.— THE  TRAGEDY  OF  LESBOS.  A  Dramatic  Poem. 
By  E.  H.  Pember.     Fcap.  8vo.     4J.  dd. 

Phillips.— BENEDICTA.  A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  Alfred  Phillips. 
3  Vols.     Crown  8vo.     3IJ.  (>d. 

Phillips  (S.  K.)— ON  THE  SEABOARD  ;  and  Other  Poems. 
By  Susan  K.  Phillips.     Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     5j. 
*'  There  is  much  that  is  charming  in  these  poems,  and  well  worth 
preserving'' — Exam  in  er. 

PhilpOt.  —  A  POCKET  OF  PEBBLES,  WITH  A  FEW 
SHELLS  ;  Being  Fragments  of  Reflection,  now  and  then  with 
Cadence,  made  up  mostly  by  the  Sea-shore.  By  the  Rev.  W.  B. 
Philpot.  Second  Edition,  picked,  sorted,  and  polished  anew  ; 
with  Two  Illustrations  by  George  Smith.     Fcap.  8vo.     5^. 

Poets  (English). — a  SELECTION  OF  ENGLISH  POETRY, 
with  Introductions.  Edited  by  T.  H.  Ward,  M.A.  Four  Vols. 
Crown  8vo.     (Vols.  I.  and  II.  will  be  published  in  November.) 

Poole.— PICTURES  OF  COTTAGE  LIFE  IN  THE  WEST 
OF  ENGLAND.  By  Margaret  E.  Poole.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     With  Frontispiece  by  R.  Farren.     Crown  8vo.     3J.  dd. 

Population  of  an  Old  Pear  Tree.     From  the  French 

of  E.  Van  Bruyssel.     Edited  by  the  Author  of  **  The  Heir  of 
Redclyffe."     With  Illustrations  by   Becker.     Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.  gilt.     4J.  td. 
*'  A  whimsical  and  charming  little  book.^^ — Atiien^um. 

Potter. — LANCASHIRE   MEMORIES.     By  Louisa    Potter. 

Crown  8vo.     ds. 

**  A  short  and  simple  story  of  family  life  in    'One  Szvcd    Village, 
told  with  an  unpretending  grace  and  gentle  humo7ir  which  we 
should  often  be  glad  to  meet  with  in  more  ambitious  pages. '^ — 
Daily  News. 

Prince   Florestan   of   Monaco,    The   Fall  of.     By 

Himself.  New  Edition,  with  Illustration  and  Map.  8vo.  cloth. 
Extra  gilt  edges,  5^.  A  French  Translation,  ^s.  Also  an  Edition 
for  the  People.     Crown  8vo.     is. 

Quin. — GARDEN  RECEIPTS.  Edited  by  Charles  Quin. 
Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 

The  most  tiseful  book  for  the  garden  that  has  been  published  for 
3onu  lime,'''' — Florist  and  Porkjlogisx. 
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Rachel  Olliver— a  Novel.     3  vols.     Crown  8vo.     31^.  6r/. 

Realmah. — By  the  Author  of  "Friends  in '^  Council"  Crown 
8vo.  6j. 

Rhoades. — poems.     By  James  Rhoades.     Fcap.  8vo.     4^.  6c/, 

Richardson the  ILIAD  of  the  east,     a  Selection  of 

Legends  drawn  from  Valmiki's  Sanskrit  Poem,  "The  Ramayana." 
By  Frederika  Richardson.    Crown  Svo.     is.  6d, 

Rimmer.— ANCIENT  streets  and  homesteads  of 

ENGLAND.  By  Alfred  Rimmer.  With  Introduction  by  the 
Very  Rev.  J.  S.  HowsoN,  D.D.,  Dean  of  Chester.  With  150 
Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Royal  Svo,  cloth  elegant.  Cheaper 
issue,     los.  6d. 

*'  Ail  the  illustrations  are  clear  and  good,  and  they  are  eminently 
truthful.  .  .  .  A  book  which  gladdens  the  eye  while  it  instructs 
and  improves  the  mind." — Standard.  "  One  of  the  most 
interesting  and  beatitiful  boohs  we  have  seen  this  season.  .  .  . 
It  is  full  of  knowledge,  the  result  of  exact  and  faithful  study,  most 
readable  and  interesting ;  the  illustrations  are  simply  exquisite.^* 
— Nonconformist. 

Robinson.— GEORGE  LINTON  ,'  or,  the  FIRST  YEARS 
OF  AN  ENGLISH  COLONY.  By  John  Robinson,  F.R.G.S. 
Crown  Svo.     ^js.  6d. 

Rossetti. — Works  by  Christina  Rossetti  :— 

POEMS.  Complete  Edition,  containing  "Goblin  Market,"  "The 
Prince's  Progress,"  &c.  With  Four  Illustrations.  Extra  fcap. 
Svo.     6s. 

SPEAKING  LIKENESSES.      Illustrated   by  Arthur  Hughes. 
Crown  Svo.  gilt  edges.     4^.  6d. 

"  Certain  to  be  a  delight  to  many  a  juvenile  fireside  circle.'' — 
Morning  Post. 

Ruth  and  her  Friends,  a  Story  for  Girls.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece.    Seventh  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  Svo.     4^.  6d. 

Scouring  of  The    White    Horse;     or,   the  Long 

VACATION  RAMBLE  OF  A  LONDON  CLERK.    lUustrated 
by  Doyle.     Imp.  i6mo.     Cheaper  Issue.     3J.  6d, 
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Shakespeare. — ^rhe  Works  of  William  Shakespeare.  Cam- 
bridge  Edition.  Edited  by  W.  George  Clark,  M.A.  and  W. 
Aldis  Wright,  M.A.     Nine  vols.     8vo.  cloth. 

Shakespeare's  Plays. — An  attempt  to  determine  the  Chrono- 
logical Order.  By  the  Rev.  H.  Paine  Stokes,  B.A.  Extra 
fcap.  8vo.     4x.  6d. 

Shakespeare   Scenes  and   Characters. —  a  Series  of 

Illustrations  designed  by  Adamo,  IIofmann,  Makart,  Pecht, 
Schwoerer,  and  Speiss,  engraved  on  Steel  by  Bankel,  Bauer, 
Goldberg,  Raab,  and  Schmidt;  with  Explanatory  Text, 
selected  and  arranged  by  Professor  DOWDEN.  Royal  8vo.  Cloth 
elegant.     2/.  12s.  Zd. 

Also  a  LARGE  PAPER  EDITION,  India  Proofs.     Folio,   half, 
morocco  elegant.     4/.  14J.  6d, 

Shakespeare's  Tempest.  Edited  with  Glossarial  and  Ex. 
planatory  Notes,  by  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Jephson.  New  Edition. 
i8mo.     ij. 

Slip  (A)  in  the  Fens.— illustrated  by  the  Author.  Crown 
8vo.     6s. 

Smedley — two  dramatic  poems.  By  Menella  Bute 
Smedley,  Author  of  **  Lady  Grace,"  &c.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.    6s. 

*'  Afay  be  read  with  enjoyment  and  profit.'''' — Saturday  Review. 

Smith. — POEMS.  By  Catherine  Barnard  Smith.  Fcap. 
8vo.     5j. 

Smith  (Rev.  Walter).— hymns  of  Christ  and  the 

CHRISTIAN  LIFE.  By  the  Rev.  Walter  C.  Smith,  M.A. 
Fcap.  Svo.     6s. 

Stephen  (C.  E.)— the  service  of  the  poor;  being 
an  Inquiry  into  the  Reasons  for  and  against  the  Establishment  of 
Religions  Sisterhoods  for  Charitable  Purposes.  By  Caroline 
Emilia  Stephen.     Crown  8vo.     6s.  6d. 

**  It  touches  incidentally  and  with  much  wisdom  and  tenderness  on 
so  many  of  the  relations  of  women,  particularly  of  single  women, 
ivith  society,  that  it  may  be  read  with  advantage  by  many  who 
have  never  thought  of  entering  a  Sisterhood.'' — Spectator. 
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Stephens    (J.    B.)— convict    once.      a  Poem.       By  J. 

Brunton  Stephens.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.    y.  6d. 

"  //  is  as  far  more  interesting  than  ninety-nine   novels  out  of  a 

hundred,  as  it  is  superior  to  them  in  power,  worth,  and  beauty. 

We  should  most  strongly  advise  everybody  to  read  *  Convict  Once.'  " 

— Westminster  Review. 

Streets  and  Lanes   of  a   City  :    Being  the   Reminiscences 
of  Amy   Button.     With  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of  Salis- 
bury.    Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Globe  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
"One  of  the  most  really  striking  books  that  has  ever  come  before  us. " 
— Literary  Churchman. 

Thompson.— A  handbook  to  the  public  picture 

GALLERIES    OF   EUROPE.      With   a   brief   sketch    of    the 
History  of  the  various   schools  of  Painting  from  the  thirteenth 
century   to    the    eighteenth,    inclusive.       By   Kate   Thompson. 
Second  Edition,  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     6s. 
"  A  very  remarkable  memoir  of  the  srjeral  great  schools  of  painting, 
and  a  singularly  lucid  exhibition  of  the  principal  treasures  of  all 
the  chief  and  so?iie  of  the  smaller  picture  galleries  of  Europe. 
This  unpretending  book  which  does  so  much  for  the  history  of  art 
is  also  a  traveller'' s  guide-book;  a  guide-book,   ?noreover,  so  con- 
venient in  arrangement  and  coinprehensive  in  design  that  it  will 
not  fail  to  become  the  companion    of  the   jnaforitv   of   English 
tourists.   .  .  .      The  large  crowd  of  ordinary  connoisseurs  who 
only  care  to  know  a  little  about  pictures,  and  the  choicer  body  of 
intellis^ent  students  of  all  artistic  objects  that  fall  in  their  way,  will 
extol  the  compact  little  volume  as  the  model  of  what  an  art 
explorer's  vade  mecum  should  be.     It  will  also  be  fotind  in  the 
highest  degree  serviceable  to  the  more  learned  connoisseurs  and 
erudite  atithorities  on  the  matter  of  art."" — MoRNING  POST. 

Thring.— SCHOOL  SONGS.  A  CoUection  of  Songs  for  Schools. 
With  the  Music  arranged  for  four  Voices.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  E. 
Thring  and  H.  Riccius.     Folio.     7/.  (>d. 

Tom  Brown's  School  Days. — By  An  Old  Boy. 

Golden  Treasury  Edition,  4J.  dd.     People's  Edition,  2J. 

With  Seven  Illustrations  by  A.    Hughes  and   Sydney   Hall. 

Crown  8vo.    ds. 

**  The  most  famous  bo^s  book  in  the  langiiage." — Daily  News. 

Tom  Brown  at  Oxford. — New  Edition.  With  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo.     6j. 

'^  In  no  other  work  that  we  can  call  to  mind  are  the  finer  qualities  of 
the  English  gentleman  nwre  happily  portrayed.''— Dm-LY  News. 
*'  A  book  of  great  p(Kver  and  truth." — NATIONAL  REVIEW. 
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Tourgenief.— VIRGIN  soil.  By  I.  Tourgenief.  Trans- 
lated by  AsHTON  W.  DiLKE.     Cheaper  Edition.    Crown  8vo.    6.f. 

^^  If  %ve  want  to  know  Russian  life  and  society  in  all  its  phases  .  .  . 
^ve  cannot  do  better  than  take  up  the  works  of  the  greatest  of 
Russian  novelists,  and  one  of  the  greatest  in  all  European  litera- 
turey  Ivan  Tourgenief.'^— Daiuv  News. 

Trench. — Works  by  R.  Chenevix  Trench,  D.D.,  Archbishop 
of  Dublin.  (For  other  Works  by  this  Author,  see  Theological, 
Historical,  and  Philosophical  Catalogues.) 

POEMS.     Collected  and  arranged  anew.     Fcap.  8vo.     *Js.  6d. 

HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  ENGLISH  POETRY.  Selected  and 
arranged,  with  Notes,  by  Archbishop  Trench.  Third  Edition, 
revised,  extra  fcap.  8vo.     5j.  6d. 

*  *  The  Archbishop  has  conferred  in  this  delightful  volume  an  important 
gift  on  the  whole  English-speaking  population  of  the  world. " — 
Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

SACRED  LATIN  POETRY,  Chiefly  Lyrical.  Selected  and 
arranged  for  Use.  By  Archbishop  Trench.  Third  Edition, 
Corrected  and  Improved.     Fcap.  Svo.     ']s. 

Turner. — Works  by  the  Rev.  Charles  Tennyson  Turner  : — 
SONNETS.      Dedicated  to  his  Brother,  the  Poet  Laureate.     Fcap. 
Svo.    4J.  dd. 

SMALL  TABLEAUX.     Fcap.  Svo.    4J.  6^. 

Tyrwhitt — OUR  SKETCHING  CLUB.  Letters  and  Studies 
on  Landscape  Art.  By  Rev.  R.  St.  John  Tyrwhii^,  M.A. 
With  an  Authorized  Reproduction  of  the  Lessons  and  Woodcuts 
in  Professor  Ruskin's  "Elements  of  Drawing."  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     ']s.  6d. 

Under  the  Limes. — By  the  Author  of  «*  Christina  North." 
Second  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

Webster. — Works  by  Augusta  Webster  : — 

"  //  Mrs.  Webster  only  remains  true  to  herself,  she  will  assuredly 
take  a  higher  rank  as  a  poet  than  any  woman  has  yet  done." — 
Westminster  Review. 

DRAMATIC   STUDIES.    Extra  fcap.  Svo.    5j. 

"  A  volume  as  strongly  marked  by  perfect  ta^.te  as  by  poetic  power." — 
Nonconformist. 
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Webster  (^Augusta) — continued. 

A  WOMAN  SOLD,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  Crown  8vo.  ^s.  6d. 
"Mrs.  Webster  has  shown  us  that  she  is  able  to  dratv  admirably 
from  the  lije ;  that  she  can  observe  with  subtlety^  and  render  her 
observations  with  delicacy ;  that  sJu  cati  impersonate  complex  con- 
ceptions  and  venture  into  recesses  of  the  ideal  world  into  which 
few  living  writers  can  follow  her.^^  — GUARDIAN. 

PORTRAITS.     Second  Edition.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     3J.  6d. 

*'  Mrs.  Webster's  toems  exhibit  simplicity  and  tenderness  .  .  .  her 
taste  is  perfect  .  .  .  This  simplicity  is  combined  with  a  subtlety  of 
thought,  feeling,  and  observation  which  demand  that  attention  which 
only  real  lovers  of  poetry  are  apt  to  bestow." — WESTMINSTER 
Review. 
"  Closeness  and  simplicity  combined  with  literary  skill. "  —  Athe- 
NiEUM.  "  Mrs.  Webster's  'Dramatic  Studies'  and  '  Translation 
of  Prometheus'  have  won  for  her  an  honourable  place  among  our 
female  poets.  She  writes  with  remarkable  vigour  and  dramatic 
realization,  and  bids  fair  to  be  the  most  successful  claimant  of  Mrs. 
Brownings  mantle." — British  Quarterly  Review. 

MEDEA    OF   EURIPIDES.      Literally  translated  into   English 

Verse.     Extra  fcap.  8vo.     3J.  6d. 

"  Mrs.  Webster's  translation  surpasses  our  utmost  expectations.  It  is 
a  photograph  of  the  original  without  any  of  that  harshness  which 
so  often  accompanies  a  photograph."— y^-ESTUi^ST-E.^  Review. 

THE  AUSPICIOUS  DAY.  A  Dramatic  Poem.  Exti-a  fcap.8vo.  5^. 
**  TTie  '  Auspicious  Day'  shows  a  marked  advatue,  not  only  in  art, 
but,  in  what  is  of  far  more  importance,  in  breadth  of  thougJit  and 
intellectual  grasp." — Westminster  Review.  ^' This  drama  is 
a  manifestation  of  high  dramatic  power  on  the  part  of  the  gifted 
writer,  and  entitled  to  our  warmest  admiration,  as  a  worthy  piece 
oj  work. " — Standard. 

YU-PE-YA'S   LUTE.     A  Chinese  Tale  in  EngHsh  Verse.     Extra 

fcap.  8vo.     y.  6d. 

**  A  very  charming  tale,  charmingly  told  in  dainty  verse,  with 
occasional  lyrics  of  tetuier  beauty." — STANDARD.  **  We  close  the 
book  with  the  renewed  conviction  that  in  Mrs.  Webster  zue  have  a 
profound  and  original  i>oet.  The  book  is  marked  not  by  mere 
sweetness  of  melody — rare  as  tJiat  gift  is — but  by  the  infinitely 
rarer  gifts  of  dramatic  power,  of  passion,  and  sympathetic  insigJit." 
— Westminster  Review. 

A  HOUSEWIFE'S  OPINIONS.     Crown  8vo.     7^.60'. 

''Mrs.  Webster  has  studied  social  subjects  profoundly,  and  Iter 
opinions  are  worthy  of  every  consideration.  .  .  .  No  one  can  read 
Mrs.  Webster's  books  withotit  immediately  perceiving  sJie  is  a 
woman  of  genius,  possessed  of  remarkable  commonseyi'e  and  a 
rare  faculty  of  expression."— 'MOR'Si:\G  Post. 
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White.— RHYMES  BY  WALTER  WHITE.     8vo.     *is.  6d. 

Whittier.— JOHN  GREENLEAF  WHITTIER'S  POETICAL 

WORKS.     Complete  Edition,  with  Portrait  engraved  by  C.  H. 

Teens.     i8mo.     /^s.  6d. 

Mr.  Whittier  has  all  the  smooth  melody  and  the  pathos  oj  the  author 

of    *  Hiazuatha,^    with    a   greater   nicety    of   description  and   a 

quainter  fancy. '^ — Graphic. 

Willoughby.— FAIRY  GUARDIANS.    A  Book  for  the  Young. 
By  F.  Willoughby.     Illustrated.     Crown  8vo.  gilt.     $s. 
*■'•  A  dainty  and  delicious  tale  of  the  good  old-fashioned  type." — 
Saturday  Review. 

Wolf.— THE    LIFE   AND    HABITS    OF   WILD   ANIMALS. 
Twenty  Illustrations  by  Joseph  Wolf,  engraved  by  J.  W.  and  E, 
Whymper.     With  descriptive  Letter-press,   by  D.  G.  Elliot, 
F.L.S.     Super  royal  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,     zis. 
This  is  the  last  series  of  drawings  which  will  he  made  by  Mr,   Wolf, 
either  upon  wood  or  stone.       The  Pall  Mall  Gazette  says: 
"  The  fierce,  unta?Jiable  side  of  brute  nature  has  never  received  a 
more  robust  and  vigorous  interpretation,  and  the  various  incidents 
in  which  particular  character  is  shown  are  set  forth  with  rare  dra- 
matic power.     For  excellence  that  will  endure,  we  incline  to  place 
this  very  near  the  top  of  the  list  of  Christ TJias  books.  ^^     And  the 
Art  Journal  observes,  ^^  Rarely,  if  ever,  have  we  seen  animal 
life  more   forcibly  and  beautifully  depicted  than   in  this  really 
splendid  volume. " 

Also,   an  Edition   in  royal  folio,  Proofs  before  Letters,  each  Proof 
signed  by  the  Engravers. 

Woolner.— MY  beautiful  lady.   By  Thomas  Woolner. 

With  a  Vignette  by  A.  Hughes.    Third  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo.    5j. 

"  No  man  can  read  this  poem  zvithout  being  struck  by  the  fitness  and 

finish  of  the  workmanship,  so  to  speak,  as  well  as  by  the  chastenea 

and  unpretending  loftiness  of  thought  which  pervades  the  whole." 

— Globe. 

Words  from  the  Poets.  Selected  by  the  Editor  of  "  Rays 
of  Sunlight."  With  a  Vignette  and  Frontispiece.  iSmo.  limp.  is. 
**  The  selection  aims  at  popularity,  and  desei-ves  it.'' — GUARDIAN. 

Wordsworth,  SELECT  POEMS  OF.  Chosen  and  Edited, 
with  Preface  by  Matthew  Arnold.  Fine  Edition  of  the 
Golden  Treasury  Volume.  Cro^^n  Svo,  hand-made  paper,  with 
Portrait  of  Wordsworth,  engraved  by  C.  H.  Jeens,  and  Printed 

\       on  India  Paper,  \_Shortly. 
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Yonge  (C.   M.)— New  lUustrated    Edition   of  Novels  and  Tales 
by  Charlotte  M.  Yonge. 

In  Sixteen  Monthly  Volumes  :  — 

Vol.  I.  THE  HEIR    OF  REDCLYFFE.       With    Illustrations  by 
Kate  Greenaway.     Crown  8vo.     6j. 

II.  HEARTSEASE.     With  lUustrations  by  Kate  Greenaway. 
Crown  8vo.    ds. 

III.  HOPES  AND  FEARS.  With  Illustrations  by  Herbert 
Gandy.     Crown  8vo.     6j-. 

IV.  DYXEVOR  TERRACE.  With  Illustiations  by  Adrian- 
Stores. 

V.  THE   DAISY   CHAIN.     Illustrated  by  J.  P.  Atkinson. 

VI.  THE   TRIAL.     lUustrated  by  J.   P.  Atkinson.       IDecembcr. 

Yonge  (C.  M.) — Works  by  Charlotte  M.  Vonge. 

THE  YOUNG  STEPMOTHER.     New  Edition.    Crown  Svo.   6y. 

CLEVER  WOMAN  OF  THE  FAMILY.  New  Edition.  Crown 
Svo.     6^-. 

THE  DOVE  IN  THE  EAGLE'S  NEST.  New  Edition. 
Crown  Svo.     6j. 

THE  CAGED  LION.    lUustrated.     New  Edition.  Crown  Svo.  6j. 

THE  CHAPLET  OF  PEARLS;  or,  THE  WHITE  AND 
BLACK  RIBAUMONT.     New  Edition.      Crown  Svo.    6/. 

THE  PRINCE  AND  THE  PAGE.  A  Tale  of  the  Last  Crusade. 
lUustrated.     New  Edition.      iSmo.     2s.  6d. 

THE  LANCES  OF  LYNWOOD.  New  Edition,  v.-ith  Coloured 
lUustrations.     iSmo.     4J.  6d. 

THE  LITTLE  DUKE  :  RICHARD  THE  FEARLESS.  |New 
Edition,     lUustrated.     iSmo.     2s.  6d. 

A  BOOK  OF  GOLDEN  DEEDS  OF  ALL  TIMES  AND  ALL 
COUNTRIES.  Gathered  and  Narrated  Anew.  Golden 
Treasury  Series).     4?.  td.     Cheap  Edition,     is. 

CAMEOS  FROM  ENGLISH  HISTORY.  From  Rollo  to 
Edward  II.   Extra  fcap.  Svo.    5^.     Third  Edition,  enlarged.    $s. 

Second  Series.  THE  WARS  IN  FRANCE.  Third  Edition. 
Extra  fcap.  Svo.     ^s. 

''Instead  oj  dry  details,''  says   the  NONCONFORMIST,  ''we  have 
living  pictures^  faithful,  vivid,  and  striking.'" 


23  BELLES  LETTRES. 


Yonge  (C.  M,)--coniifiued. 

Third  Series.     THE  WARS  OF  THE  ROSES.     Extra  fcap. 
8vo.     5j. 

Fourth  Series.     REFORMATION  TIMES.     Extra  Fcap.  8vo. 

P's  AND   Q's  ;   OR,  THE  QUESTION   OF  PUTTING  UPON. 

With  Illustrations  by  C.  O.   Murray.       New  Edition.]     Globe 

8vo,  cloth  gilt.     4J.  6d. 

*•  One  of  her  most  successful  little  pieces  ....  just  what  a  narrative 
should  be^  each  incidetit  simply  and  naturally  related^  no  preaching 
or  moralizing^  and  yet  the  moral  coming  out  most  powerfully^  ana 
the  whole  story  not  too  long,  or  with  the  least  appearance  of  betn§ 
spun  out." — Literary  Churchman. 

THE   PILLARS   OF   THE    HOUSE;    or,   UNDER  WODE, 
UNDER  RODE.     New   Edition.      Two  vols,  crown  8vo.     12s. 

LADY     HESTER;     or,    URSULA'S    NARRATIVE.       New 
Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

MY   YOUNG    ALCIDES;    or,  A   FADED    PHOTOGRAPH. 

New  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     6s. 

THE  THREE  BRIDES.      New  Edition.      2  vols.      Crown  8vo. 

12S. 

MAGNUM    BONUM;    or,   Mother  Carey's  Brood.     Three  Vols. 
Crown  8vo.     3U.  6d.  [Shortly. 

BYWORDS  :    A  VOLUME  OF  TALES.    Crown  8vo.     [Shortly, 
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MACMILLAN'8   GOLDEN    TREASURY   SERIES. 

Uniformly  printed  in  i8mo.,  with  Vignette  Titles  by  J. 
E.  MiLLAis,  T.  WooLNER,  W.  HoLMAN  HuNT,  Sir  Noel 
Paton,  Arthur  Hughes,  &c.  Engraved  on  Steel  by 
Jeens.  Bound  in  extra  cloth,  45.  dd.  each  volume.  Also 
kept  in  morocco  and  calf  bindings. 

**  Messrs.  Macmillan  have,  in  their  Golden  Treasury  Series,  especially 
provided  editions  of  standard  -works,  volumes  of  selected  poetry,  and 
original  compositions,  which  entitle  this  series  to  be  called  classical. 
Nothing  can  be  better  than  the  literary  execution,  nothing  m^re 
elegant  than  the  material  workmanship." —"^Kl-VISH  QUARTERLY 
Review. 

The   Golden   Treasury   of    the    Best   Songs   and 

LYRICAL    POEMS    IN    THE     ENGLISH     LANGUAGE. 

Selected    and    arranged,    wiih    Notes,    by    Francis    Turner 

Palgrave. 

**  This  delightful  little  volume,  the  Golden  Treasury,  which  contains 
many  of  the  best  original  lyrical  pieces  and  songs  in  cmr  language, 
grouped  with  care  and  skill,  so  as  to^Ulustrate  each  other  like  the 
pictures  in  a  well-arrattged gallery.''— Q\5A.KYEv±n  Review. 

The    Children's    Garland   from    the   best   Poets. 

Selected  and  arranged  by  Coventry  Patmore. 

"  //  inclttdes  specimens  0/  all  the  great  masters  in  the  art  of  poetry, 
selected  with  the  matured  judgment  of  a  man  concentrated  on 
obtaining  insight  into  the  feelings  and  tastes  of  childhood,  and 
desirous  to  awaken  its  finest  impulses,  to  cultivate  its  keenest  sensi' 
bilities."—U0KNiiiG  Post. 

The  Book  of  Praise.  From  the  Best  English  Hymn  Writers. 
Selected  and  arranged  by  Lord  Selborne.  A  New  and  En- 
larged Edition. 

*'  All  previous  compilations  of  this  kind  must  undeniably  for  the 
present  give  place  to  the  Book  of  Praise.  .  .  .  The  selection  has 
been  made  throughout  with  sound  judgment  and  critical  taste.  The 
pains  involved  in  this  compilation  must  have  been  immense,  em- 
bracing, as  it  does,  evp'y  writer  of  note  in  this  special  province  of 
English  literature,  and  ranging  over  the  most  widely  divergent 
tracks  of  religious  thought.''— SA.T\:KY>\'i  Review. 
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The  Fairy  Book  ;  the  Best  Popular  Fairy  Stories.  Selected 
and  rendered  anew  by  the  Author  of  "  John  Halifax, 
Gentleman." 

*^  A  delightful  seleaioHy  in  a  delightful  external  form  ;  full  of  tht 
physical  splendour  and  vast  opulence  of  proper  fairy  tales!*— 
Spectator. 
The  Ballad  Book,     a  Selection  of  the  Choicest  British  Ballads. 
Edited  by  William  Allingham. 

* '  His  taste  as  a  judge  of  old  poetry  will  be  founds  by  all  a  rquainted  with 
the  various  readings  oj  old  English  ballads^  true  eni  \  ',gh  to  justify 
his  undertaking  so  critical  a  tasV — Saturday  Review. 

The  Jest  Book.  The  Choicest  Anecdotes  and  Sayings.  Selected 
and  arranged  by  Mark  Lemon. 

**  The  fullest  and  best  Jest  book  that  has  yet  appeared.^* — Saturday 
Review. 

Bacon's  Essays  and  Colours  of  Good  and  Evil. 

With  Notes  and  Glossarial  Index.     By  W.   Alois  Wright, 

M.A. 

•*  The  beautiful  Utile  edition  of  Bacon^  Essays ^  now  before  us^  does 
credit  to  the  taste  and  scholarship  of  Mr.  Aldis  Wright.  .  .  .  It 
puts  the  reader  in  possession  of  all  the  essential  literary  facts  and 
chronology  necessary  for  reading  the  Essays  in  connection  with 
Bacon* s  life  and  times." — Spectator. 

The  Pilgrim's   Progress  from  this  World  to  that  which  is  to 
come.     By  John  Bunyan. 
**  A  beautiful  and  scholarly  reprint." — SPECTATOR. 

The    Sunday   Book    of    Poetry   for    the    Young. 

Selected  and  arranged  by  C.  F.  Alexander. 

*^  A  well-selected  volume  of  Sacred  Poetry." — SPECTATOR. 

A  Book  of  Golden  Deeds  ot  All  Times  and  All  Countries 
Gathered  and  narrated  anew.  By  the  Author  of  "  The  Heir  of 
Redclyffe." 

**.  .  .  To  the  young ^  for  whom  it  is  especially  intended^  as  a  most 
interesting  collection  of  thrilling  tales  well  told ;  and  to  their  elders^ 
as  a  useful  handbook  of  referencCy  and  a  pleasant  one  to  tak:  up 
when  their  wish  is  to  while  away  a  weary  half-hour.  We  have 
seen  no  prettier  gift-book  for  a  longtime." — AtheN-(EUM. 

The  Adventures  of  Robinson  Crusoe.     Edited  from 

the  Original  Edition  by  J.  W.  Clark,  M.A.    Fellow  of  Trinity 

College,  Cambridge. 

•*  MutUated  and  modified  editions  of  this  English  classic  are  so  much 
the  rule,  that  a  cheap  and  pretty  copy  of  it,  rigidly  exact  to  the 
original,  will  be  a  prize  to  many  book-buyers.** — Examiner. 

The   Republic  of  Plato.     Translated  into  English,  with 
Notes  by  J.  LI.  Davies,  M.A.  and  D.  J.  Vaughan,  M.A. 
*M  dainty  and  cheap  little  edition." — Examiner. 
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The    Song  Book.     Words  and  Tunes  from  the  best  Poets  and 

Musicians.      Selected  and  arranged  by  John  Hullah,  Professor 

of  Vocal  Music  in  King's  College,  London. 

''A  choice  colleciion  0/  the  sterling  songs  of  England,  Scotland,  and 

Ireland,  with  t/ie  mmic  of  each  prefixed  to  the  Words.     How  miuh 

true  wholesome  pleasure  such  a  book  can  disuse,  and  will  diffuse, 

we  trust  through  manv  thousand  families  ^ — EXAMINER. 

La   Lyre    Francaise.     Selected  and  arranged,  with  Notes,  by 

GusTAVE  Masson,  French  Master  in  Harrow  School. 

A  selection  of  the  best  French  songs  and  lyrical  pieces. 

Tom  Brown's  School  Days.     By  An  Old  Boy. 

"  A  perfect  gem  of  a  book.      The  best  and  most  healthy  book  about 
boys  for  boys  that  ever  was  written.'''' — Illustrated  Times. 
A   Book   of  Worthies.     Gathered  from  the  Old  Histories  and 
written  anew  by  the  Author  of   "  The  Heir  of  Redclyffe." 
With  Vignette. 

^^  An  admirable  addition  to  an  admirable  series.''^ — Westminster 
Review. 
A  Book  of  Golden  Thoughts.      By  Henry  Attwell, 

Knight  of  the  Order  of  the  Oak  CrowTi. 
^^  Mr,  Attwell  has  produced  a  book  of  rare  value  .     .     .     .  Happily  it 
is  small  enough  to  be  carried  about  in  the  pocket,  and  of  such  a  com- 
panion it  would  be  difficult  to  weary." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
Guesses  at  Truth.     By  Two  Brothers,     New  Edition. 
The    Cavalier   and   his    Lady.      Selections  trom  the  Works 
of  the  First  Duke  and  Duchess  of  Newcastle.      With  an  Intro- 
ductory Essay  by  Edward  Jenkins,  Author  of  "Ginx's  Baby,"  «S:c. 
'M  charming  little  volume." — STANDARD. 
Theologia    Germanica.— which  setteth  forth  many  fair  Linea- 
ments  of  Divine  Truth,   and  saith  very  lofty  and  lovely  things 
touching  a  Perfect  Life.     Edited  by  Dr.  Pfeiffer,  from  the  only 
complete  manuscript  yet  known.     Translated    from   the   German, 
by  Susanna  Winkworth.  With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  Charles 
KiNGSLEY,   and   a   Letter   to  the   Translator    by  the   Chevalier 
Bunsen,  D.D. 
Milton's  Poetical  Works. — Edited,   with  Notes,  &c.,   by 

Professor  Masson.     Two  vols.     i8mo.     9J. 
Scottish  Song,     a  Selection  of  the  Choicest  Lyrics  of  Scotland. 
Compiled  and  arranged,   with  brief  Notes,  by  Mary  Carlyle 
Aitkin. 

"Miss  A u kin's  exquisite  collection  of  Scottish  Song  ts  so  alluring, 
and  suggests  so  many  topics,  that  we  find  it  difficult  to  lay  it  dawn. 
The  book  is  otie  that  should  find  a  place  in  every  library,  we  haa 
almost  said  in  every  pocket,  and  the  summer  tourist  who  wishes  to 
carry  with  him  into  the  country  a  volume  of  genuine  poetry,  will 
find  it  difficult  to  select  one  containing  witfiin  so  small  a  compass 
so  viuch  of  rarest  value." — Spectator. 
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Deutsche  Lyrik. — The  Golden  Treasury  of  the  best  German 
Lyrical  Poems,  selected  and  arranged  with  Notes  and  Literary 
Introduction.     By  Dr.  Buchheim. 

*'  This  collection  of  German  poetry  is  compiled  with  care  and  con- 
scientiousness  The  result  of  his  labours  is   satisfactory. 

Almost  all  the  lyrics  dear  to  English  readers  of  German  will  be 
found  in  this  little  volume'' — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

Robert  Herrick. — SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  LYRICAL 
POEMS  OF.  Arranged  with  Notes  by  F.  T.  Palgrave. 
"  A  delightfid  little  book.  Herrick^  the  English  Catullus^  is  simply 
one  of  the  most  exquisite  of  poets,  ani  his  fajue  and  mefnory  are 
fortunate  in  having  found  one  so  capable  of  doing  honour  to  them 
as  the  present  editor ;  who  contributes  a  charming  dedication  and 
a  preface  full  of  delicate  and  sensitive  criticism  to  a  volu?ne  than 
which  one  ivould  hardly  desire  a  choicer  companion  for  a  journey 
or  for  hours  of  ease  in  tJie  country.'' — Daily  News. 

Poems  of  Places. — Edited  by  H.  W.  Longfellow.  England 
and  Wales.     Two  Vols. 

"  After  a  careful  perusal  we  must  pronounce  his  worfi  an  excellent 
collection.  ...  In  this  compilation  we  find  not  only  a  guide- 
boofi  for  future  travels,  but  a  fund  of  reminiscences  of  the  past. 
To  many  of  us  it  will  seem  like  a  biograpfiy  of  our  best  and 
fiappiest  emotions.  .  .  .  For  those  who  finoiv  not  all  tfiese  places 
tJie  book  will  be  an  excellent  travelling  companion  or  guide,  or  may 
even  stand  some  in  good  stead  in  place  of  travel. " — TiMES. 

Matthew    Arnold's    Selected    Poems. 

Also  a  Large  Paper  Edition.     Crown  8vo.     12s.  6d. 

The  Story  of  the  Christians  and  Moors  in  Spain. 

—By  Charlotte  M.    Yonge.     With  a  Vignette  by   Holman 
Hunt. 

Lamb's  Tales  from  Shakespeare. — Edited  with  Preface 

by  the  Rev.  Alfred  Ainger,  Reader  at  the  Temple. 

Wordsworth's  Select  Poems. — chosen  and  Edited,  with 
Preface  by  Matthew  Arnold.  Also  Large  Paper  Edition. 
Crown  8vo.     9^. 

Shakespeare's  Songs  and  Sonnets. — Edited,  with  Notes, 
by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave. 

Selections  from  Addison.— Edited  by  John  Richard 
Green.  *  [Shortly. 

Selections  from  Shelley. — Edited  by  Stoitokd  a. 
Brooke.  [Shortly. 
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MACMILLAN'S  GLOBE  LIBRARY, 


Beautifully  printed  on  toned  paper  price  t,s.  6d.  each.     Also  kept  in  a 
variety  of  calf  and  morocco  bindings  at  moderate  prices. 

Books,  Wordsworth  says,  are 

"the  spirit  breathed 
By  dead  men  to  their  kind  ; " 

and  the  aim  of  the  publishers  of  the  Globe  Library  has 
been  to  make  it  possible  for  the  universal  kin  of  English- 
speaking  men  to  hold  communion  with  the  loftiest  "  spirits 
of  the  mighty  dead ; "  to  put  within  the  reach  of  all  classes 
complete  and  accurate  editions,  carefully  and  clearly  printed 
upon  the  best  paper,  in  a  convenient  form,  at  a  moderate 
price,  of  the  works  of  the  master-minds  of  English 
Literature,  and  occasionally  of  foreign  literature  in  an 
attractive  English  dress. 

The  Editors,  by  their  scholarship  and  special  study  of 
their  authors,  are  competent  to  afford  every  assistance  to 
readers  of  all  kinds  :  this  assistance  is  rendered  by  original 
biographies,  glossaries  of  unusual  or  obsolete  words,  and 
critical  and  explanatory  notes. 

The  publishers  hope,  therefore,  that  these  Globe  Editions 
may  prove  worthy  of  acceptance  by  all  classes  wherever  the 
English  Language  is  spoken,  and  by  their  universal  circula- 
tion justify  their  distinctive  epithet ;  while  at  the  same  time 
they  spread  and  nourish  a  common  sympathy  with  nature's 
most  "finely  touched"  spirits,  and  thus  help  a  little  to 
*'  make  the  whole  world  kin." 

The  Saturday  Review  says :  "  The  Globe  Editions  are  admirable 
for  their  scholarly  editing,  their  typographical  excellence,  tJieir  com- 
pendious form,  and  their  cheapness.''*  The  British  Quarterly 
Review  says:  ^^ In  compendiousness,  elegance,  and  scholarliness, 
the  Globe  Editions  of  Messrs.  Macmillan  surpass  any  popular  series 
of  our  classics  hitherto  given  to  the  public.  As  near  an  approach 
to  miniature  perfection  as  has  ever  been  made.^' 

Shakespeare's    Complete    Works.     Edited  by  w.  G. 
Clark,  M.A.,  and  W.  Aldis  Wright,  M.A.,  of  Trinity  College, 
C 
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Cambridge,    Editors  of   the    "Cambridge  Shakespeare,"    With 

Glossary.     Pp.  1,075. 

27^^  AtheN/^um  says  this  edition  is  '*  a  marvel  of  beauty ^  cheapness, 
and  compactness.  .  .  .  For  the  busy  man,  above  all  for  the 
working  student,  this  is  the  best  of  all  existing  Shakespeares." 
And  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette  observes:  ^^  To  have  produced 
the  complete  works  of  the  world's  greatest  poet  in  such  a  form, 
and  at  a  price  within  the  reach  of  every  one,  is  op  itself  almost 
sufficient  to  give  the  publishers  a  claim  to  be  considered  public  bene- 
factors.^^ 

Spenser's  Complete  Works.     Edited  from  the  Original 

Editions  and  Manuscripts,  by  R.   Morris,  with  a  Memoir  by  J. 

W.  Hales,  M.A.     With  Glossary,     pp.  Iv,,  736. 

''^Worthy — and  higher  praise  it  needs  not — of  the  beautiful  ^  Globe 

Series.^     The  luork  is  edited  with   all  the  care  so   noble  a  poet 

deserves. "^^ — Daily  News. 

Sir  Walter  Scott's  Poetical  W^orks.     Edited  with  a 

Biographical  and  Critical  Memoir  by  Francis  Turner  Palgrave, 

and  copious  Notes,     pp.  xliii.,  559, 

**  We  can  almost  syi7ipathise  with  a  middle-aged  grumbler,  who,  after 

reading  Mr.  Palgrave' s  memoir  and  introduction,  should  exclaim 

— ^Why  zvas  there  not  such  an  edition  of  Scott  when  I  was  a  school 

boy  ? ' " — Guardian. 

Complete  Works  of  Robert  Burns. — the  poems, 

SONGS,  AND  LETTERS,  edited  from  the  best  Printed  and 
Manuscript  Authorities,  with  Glossarial  Index,  Notes,  and  a 
Biographical  Memoir  by  Alexander  Smith,  pp.  Ixii.,  636. 
'■^Admirable  in  all  respects.'^ — Spectator.       *'  The  cheapest,   the 

most  perfect,  and  the  most  interesting  edition  which  has  ever  been 

publishea." — Bell's  Messenger. 

Robinson   Crusoe.      Edited  after  the  Original  Editions,  with  a 

Biographical  Introduction  by  Henry  Kingsley.     pp.  xxxi.,  607. 

*'^  most  excellent  and   in  every  way  desirable  edition." — Court 

Circular.     ^^ Macmillan's  '  Globe'  Robinson  Crusoe  is  a  book  to 

have  and  to  keep." — Morning  Star. 

Goldsmith's     Miscellaneous    Works.     Edited,    with 

Biographical  Introduction,   by  Professor  Masson.     pp.  Ix.,  695. 
**  Such  an  admirable  compendium  of  the  facts  of  Goldsjtiith's  life, 
and  so  careful  and  minute  a  delineation  of  the  mixed  traits  of  his 
Peculiar  character  as  to  be  a  very  model  of  a  literary  biography 
in  little." — Scotsman. 
Pope's    Poetical   Works.      Edited,    with   Notes   and  Intro- 
ductory Memoir,  by  Adolphus  William  Ward,  M. A.,  Fellow 
of  St.   Peter's  College,   Cambridge,   and  Prolessor  of  History  in 
Owens  College,  Manchester,     pp.  lii.,  508. 

The  Literary  Churchman  remarks  :  *'  l^he  editor's  own  notes 
and  introductory  mctnoir  are  excellent,  the  memoir  alone  would  be 
cheap  and  well  worth  buying  at  the  price  of  the  whole  volume." 
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Dryden's  Poetical  Works.  Edited,  w-ith  a  Memoir, 
Revised  Text,  and  Notes,  by  W.  D.  Christie,  M.A.,  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,    pp.  Ixxxvii.,  662. 

"  ^«  admirable  ediiion,  the  result  of  great  research  and  of  a  careful 
revision  of  the  text.  The  memoir  prefixed  contains^  within  less 
than  ninety  pages,  as  much  sound  criticism  and  as  comprehensive 
a  biography  as  the  student  of  Dryden  need  desire" — Pall  Mall 
Gazette. 

Cowper's    Poetical    Works.      Edited,   with  Notes  and 

Biographical    Introduction,    by    William    Benham,    Vicar    of 

Addington  and  Professor  of  Modern  History  in  Queen's  College, 

London,     pp.  Ixxiii.,  536. 

*^Mr.  Benham' s  edition  of  Cowper  is  one  of  permanent  value, 
TJie  biographical  introduction  is  excellent,  full  of  information, 
singularly  necU  and  readable  and  modest — indeed  too  modest  in 
its  comments.  The  notes  are  concise  and  accurate,  and  the  editor 
has  been  able  to  discover  and  introduce  some  hitheHo  unprinted 
matter.  Altogether  the  book  is  a  very  excellent  one." — Saturday 
Review. 

Morte  d' Arthur.— SIR  THOMAS  MALORY'S  BOOK  OF 
KING  ARTHUR  AND  OF  HIS  NOBLE  KNIGHTS  OF 
THE  ROUND  TABLE.  The  original  Edition  of  Caxton, 
revised  for  Modem  Use.  With  an  Introduction  by  Sir  Edwakd 
Strachey,  Bart.     pp.  xxxvii.,  509. 

' '//  is  imth  perfect  confideiue  that  we  recommend  this  edition  of  the  ola 
romance  to  every  class  of  readers." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

The  Works  of  Virgil.  Rendered  into  English  Prose,  with 
Introductions,  Notes,  Running  Analysis,  and  an  Index.  By  James 
Lonsdale,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  Balliol  College, 
Oxford,  and  Classical  Professor  in  King's  College,  London  ;  and 
Samuel  Lee,  M.A.,  Latin  Lecturer  at  University  College, 
London,     pp.  288. 

•M  more  complete  edition  of  Virgil  in  English  it  is  scarcely  possible 
to  conceive  than  the  scholarly  work  before  us." — Globe. 

The    Works   of  Horace.      Rendered  into  English  Prose,  wllh 

Introductions,  Running  Analysis,  Notes,   and   Index.      By  John 

Lonsdale,  M.A.,  and  Samuel  Lee,  M.A. 

The  Standard  says,  "  To  classical  atid  non-classical  renders  if 

will  be  invaluable  as  a  faithfid  interpretation  of  tne  mind  ana 

meaning  of  the  poet,  enriched  as  it  is  with  notes  and  dissertations 

of  the  highest  value  in  the  way  of  criticism,  illusiration,    and 

explanation." 

Milton's  Poetical  Works. — Edited  with  introductions  by 
Professor  Masson. 

•*  A  worthy  addition  to  a  valuable  series." — Athen^UM. 
*'  /«  et-ery  way  an  admirable  book."— V\Ll.  Mall  GazeTTB, 


MACMILLAN'S    POPULAR     NOVELS. 

In    Crown  Zvo.  cloth,  price  ^s.   each    Volume, 


BY  WILLIAM  BLACK. 
A  PRINCESS  OF  THULE. 
MADCAP  VIOLET. 

THE  MAID  OF  KILLEENA;  and  other  Tales.    ' 
THE    STRANGE    ADVENTURES    OF    A    PHAETON. 

Illustrated. 

GREEN  PASTURES  AND  PICCADILLY. 
MACLEOD  OF   DARE.     Illustrated. 

BY  CHARLES  KINGSLEY. 
TWO  YEARS  AGO. 
«' WESTWARD  HO  !" 
ALTON  LOCKE.     With  Tortrait. 
HYPATIA. 
YEAST. 
HEREWARD  THE  WAKE. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "JOHN  HALIFAX,  GENTLEMAN." 
THE  HEAD  OF  THE  FAMILY.     Illustrated. 
THE  OGILVIES.     Illustrated. 
AGATHA'S   HUSBAND.     Illustrated. 
OLIVE.     Illustrated. 

BY  CHARLOTTE  M.  YONGE. 
THE  HEIR  OF  REDCLYFFE.     With  Illustrations. 
HEARTSEASE.     With  Illustrations. 
THE  DAISY  CHAIN.     With  Illustrations. 

THE  TRIAL  :    More  Links  in    the    Daisy   Chain.      With   Illus- 
trations. 
HOPES  AND  FEARS. 

DYNEVOR  TERRACE.     With  Illustrations. 
MY  YOUNG  ALCIDES. 

THE  PILLARS  OF  THE  HOUSE.     2  Vols, 
CLEVER  WOMAN  OF  THE  FAMILY. 
THE  YOUNG  STEPMOTHER. 
THE  DOVE  IN  THE  EAGLE'S  NEST. 
THE  CAGED  LION.     Illustrated. 


MACMILLAN'S  POPULAR  NOVELS-r^;///>/?/^^. 


BY  CHARLOTTE  M.  YONGE-^^«//«W. 
THE  CHAPLET  OF  PEARLS. 
LADY  HESTER  ;  or,   Ursula's  Narrative. 
THE  THREE  BRIDES.     2  Vols. 

BY  MRS.   OLIPHANT. 
YOUNG  MUSGRAVE. 
THE  CURATE  IN  CHARGE. 
A  SON  OF  THE   SOIL. 

BY  ANNIE  KEARY. 
CASTLE  DALY. 
OLDBURY. 
A  YORK  AND  A  LANCASTER  ROSE. 

BY  GEORGE  FLEMING. 
A  NILE  NOVEL. 
MIRAGE. 

BY  HENRY    JAMES,  Jun. 
THE   EUROPEANS. 
THE  AMERICAN. 


TOM  BROWN'S  SCHOOL  DAYS. 

TOM  BROWN  AT  OXFORD, 

THE  FOOL  OF  QUALITY.     By  H.  Brooke. 

REALMAH.     By  the  Author  of  "Friends  in  Council." 

PATTY.     By  Mrs.  Macquoid. 

HUGH  CRICHTON'S  ROMANCE.     By  C.  R.  Coleridge. 

OWEN  GWYNNE'S  GREAT  WORK.      By  Lady  Augusta 

NOEL. 

MY  TIME,  AND    WHAT  I'VE  DONE  WITH  IT.     By  F. 
C.  BURNAND. 

ROSE  TURQUAND.     By  Ellice  Hopkins. 
OLD  SIR  DOUGLAS.     By  the  Hon.  Mrs.  Norton. 
SEBASTIAN.     By  Katherine  Cooper. 

THE     LAUGHING     MILL;     and    other    Tales.      By   JuLlAN 
Hawthorne. 


Now  publishing,  in  crown  8vo,  price  2s.  6d. 

ENGLISH    MEN    OF    LETTERS. 

Edited  by  JOHN   MORLEY. 
ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS.- JOHNSON.    By  Leslie 

STEPHEN.     Crown  8vo.     2s.  6d. 
*' The  new  series  opens  well   with  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen's  sketch  of 
Dr.  Johnson.     It  could  hardly  have  been  done  better,  and  it  will  convey 
t )  the  readers  for  whom  it  is  intended  a  juster  estimate  of  Johnson  than 
either  of  the  two  essays  of  Lord  Macaulay." — Fa/l  Mall  Gazette. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS— SCOTT.   By  R.  H.  Hutton. 
Crown  8vo.     is.  6d. 
**  We  could  not  wish  for  a  more  suggestive  introduction  to  Scott  and 
his  poems  and  novels." — Exa7niner. 

ENGLISH   MEN    OF    LETTERS.— GIBBON.       By   J.    C. 

MORISON.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  dd. 
"  As  a  clear,  thoughtful,  and  attractive  record  of  the  life  and  works 
of  the  greatest   among  the  world's  historians,  it  deserves  the  highest 
praise." — Examiner, 

ENGLISH   MEN   OF   LETTERS. -SHELLEY.      By  J.  A. 

6YM0NDS.     Crown  Svo.     2j.  dd. 
"  The  lovers  of  this  great  poet  are  to  be  congratulated  at  having  at 
their  command  so  fresh,   clear,  and  intelligent  a  presentment  of  the 
subject,  written  by  a  man  of  adequate  and  wide  culture." — Athenceiiyn^ 

ENGLISH  MEN   OF    LETTERS. -HUME.      By  Professor 
HUXLEY,  F.R.S.     Crown  Svo.     2s.(id. 
*'  It  may  fairly  be  said  that  no  one  now  living  could  have  expounded 
Hume  with  more  sympathy  or  with  equal  perspicuity." — Athcuccnm. 

ENGLISH     MEN     OF     LETTERS.  —  GOLDSMITH.      By 

WILLIAM  BLACK.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
"Mr.  Black  brings  a  iine  sympathy  and  taste  to  bear  in  his  criticism 
of  Goldsmith's  writings,  as  well  as  his  sketch  of  the  incidents   of  his 
life." — AtJieiiceum. 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS. -DEFOE.     By  W.  Minto. 

Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 
"Mr.  Minto's  book  is  careful  and  accurate  in  all  that  is  stated,  and 
faithful  in  all  that  it  suggests.     It  will  repay  reading  more  than  once." 
— Athenaum, 


ENGLISH   MEN  OF  l^'\m-Con^^nued. 


ENGLISH  MEN    OF  LETTERS— BURNS.       By   Principal 
SHAIRP.     Crown  8vo.     2y.  6J. 

**  It  is  impossible  to  desire  fairer  criticism  than  Principal  Shairp's 

ou  Burns's  poetry None  of  tlie  series  has  given  a  truer  estimate 

either  of  character  or  of  genius  than  this  volume." — Spectator, 

ENGLISH  MEN  OF  LETTERS.-SPENSER.     By  the  Very 
Rev.  the  Dean  of  St.  Paul's.     Crown  8vo.     zs.  6d. 

•*  Dr.  Church  is  master  of  his  subject,  and  writes  always  with  good 
taste. " — Academy. 

ENGLISH     MEN      OF    LETTERS.-THACKERAY.      By 

ANTHONY  TROLLOPE.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  tJ. 

**  Mr.  Trollope's  slse!:ch  is  exceedingly  adapted  to  fulfil  the  purpose 
of  the  series  in  which  it  appears. " — Athenceiim. 

ENGLISH    MEN    OF    LETTERS. -BURKE.       By   John 
MORLEY.     Cro^ra  Svo    2J-.  dd, 

"Perhaps  the  best  criticism  yet  published  on  the  life  and  character 
of  Burke  is  contained  in  Mr.  Morley's  compendious  biography.  His 
style  i-;  vigorous  and  polished,  and  both  his  political  and  personal 
judgment  and  his  literary  criticism.s  are  just,  generous,  subtle,  and  in 
a  high  degree  interesting." — Saturday  Kefiew. 

ENGLISH    MEN    OF   LETTERS.— MILTON.      By   Mark 
PATTiSON.     Crown  Svo.     2s.  6d. 

In  p-cparation. 

HAWTHORNK     By  Henry  James. 
SOUTHEY.     By  Professor  Dowden. 
CHAUCER.     By  Professor  A.  W.  Ward. 
COWPER.     By  GoLDwiN  Smith. 
BUNYAN.     By  J.  A.  Froude. 
WORDSWORTH.     By  F.  W.  H.  Myers. 

Others  in  preparation. 
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